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Editorial Statement
We offer you three short stories of Carl Hansen in this
issue. They have been translated by David Iversen. Hansen's
"short stories . . . are a landmark in the American literature
written in Danish." His books have become inaccessible to
many and, as to language, closed to a large audience who
would appreciate his ability to sketch Danish-American personalities and lives. Iversen's introduction to the stories puts
them in a context which allows us to understand the significance of Christmas to Danes and Danish Americans. We
welcome the opportunity to publish additional stories of
Carl Hansen. (See earlier issues of The Bridge, 5:2, 20-33,
2:1, 7-18 for other stories and articles about Carl Hansen
written by Donald Watkins .)
John Mark Nielsen's article on Sophus Winther's Beyond
the Garden Gate provides us an interesting study of a changing, broader view, by one author of "immigrant novels."
The article is a review of Winther's fourth novel as well as a
statement which might well be considered by students of
literature of immigrants.
"Mary Dilberg's Memories" edited by Charles and Edel
Berg is a young lady's story of growing up in Denmark and
her life in the United States after immigrating at age 20. Her
story covers her life until the mid 1920s - a most interesting
period of living and adjusting to life.
"My Parents' Lives" by Hazel Rasmussen Morse is a
wonderful recollection on her part and an extensive selection
from her mother's "memoirs." The story is alive and
personal with the stories of settling and living in northeastern Montana shortly after the Dagmar settlement was
established.
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"Carl Hansen's Concept of Christmas"
by DAVID IVERSEN
INTRODUCTION
As one of the major Danish-American immigrant writers
of the early 20th century, Carl Hansen wrote short stories,
sketches, and one novel, co-founded (with Oscar W. Lund)
The Christmas journal Julegranen, and published Dansk Jul i
Amerika in 1909. This paper will focus on three stories,
published in Landmrend: Fortrellinger by Dansk Boghandel
in Cedar Falls, Iowa in 1908, which have Christmas as a
theme. The three stories are: For 30 aar siden (30 Years
Ago"), Bowlegged Joe ("Bowlegged Joe"), and Gamle Hans
Nielsen's sidste Jul ("Old Hans Nielsen's Last Christmas").
What follows is a brief look at "Carl Hansen's concept of
Christmas" as it appears in this one collection of short
stories, which, as Hansen states in his "Forward to
Kandsmrend, have been previously published in different
weekly papers, magazines, and Christmas annuals.
"30Years Ago"
In the story "30 Years Ago" ["For 30 Aar Siden"] the
narrator reminisces about an event at Christmastime which
took place 30 years ago but which he remembers "as though
it were yesterday." The story involves both the narrator and
his childhood playmate, Jacob Clausen. They had gone to
school together as small boys and were now studying
together for final exams and were planning on going home
together for the holiday, as they did each year. This year,
though, it looked doubtful because of a snowstorm. Because
of the storm, Jacob discovers that the trains out of Copenhagen are snowed in, and it appears as though the two boys
will not get home for Christmas. This prospect is too much
for them and the rest of the story is a chillingly realistic
portrayal of their struggle through a blizzard to make it
home in time for Christmas.
-9-

"Bowlegged Joe"

"Bowlegged Joe" is the story of Johannes Marcussen, an
immigrant from Aarhus who has been in America for
fourteen years and since his arrival in "the world's biggest
mill city on the Mississippi River" he has "loaded flour onto
railroad cars." He got his name because "he was bowlegged
- even his best friends could not deny it."
In the beginning of this story Joe and his wife are talking
about money. Joe wants to set some aside for retirement, but
his wife wants to spend it on other things, and does, and
shortly thereafter the workers at the mill go on strike, for
better wages and shorter working hours. This plunges Joe
into gloom and despair, feelings which grow and intensify as
he stands on the picket line, is struck in the forehead by a
brick when the picketers rush the building, and discovers
when he reports back to work after his recovery that, "his
place is taken." The rest of the story is heart-wrenching
description of Joe's growing despair and melancholy over his
unemployment, and the efforts by his wife to restore the
harmony and tranquility of the household in time for
Christmas.
"Old Hans Nielsen's Last Christmas"

The ability to experience or partake of the spirit of
Christmas is poignantly portrayed in the story, "Old Hans
Nielsen's Last Christmas." In this story Old Hans Nielsen has
come to America from Denmark to be with his daughter and
son-in-law, who own a large, prosperous farm and whose
pietistic interpretation of the Bible does now allow for the
celebration of Christmas. The story centers on Old Hans
Nielsen's reaction to this lack of the Christmas spirit and his
attempt to remember what Christmas had been like in the
old country.
On this one farm Carl Hansen juxtaposes the daughter
and son-in-law on the one hand, and Old Hans Nielsen on
-the other. The daughter and son-in-law are so caught up
with their religion and its literal interpretation of the Bible,
as well as with running the farm, that they are blind and
oblivious to the spirit and joy of Christmas. Old Hans
Nielsen, on the other hand, is repelled b_ythe dichotomy of
-10-

prosperity versus the utter lack of the joy of living, and turns
inward to the warm memories of his past. He is able to
experience and partake of the spirit of Christmas, whereas
the daughter and son-in-law are not. The only apparent
spirit of Christmas that the pastor can seemingly convey to
Old Hans Nielsen is to say goodby and wish him a Merry
Christmas. This story illustrates what Donald K. Watkins
has described as "Carl Hansen's humorous and yet keenly
edged criticism of pastoral wisdom [which] recalls his lifelong protest against joyless dogmatism." 1 Christmas
ultimately comes across as joyful in this story, despite the
pervasive joylessness on the farm and the complete absence
of the warm Christmas celebration, due to the religious
coldness of the daughter and son-in-law.
"Bowlegged Joe" is a story which illustrates both the
"almost inevitable progression of the ambitious immigrant
from poverty, through difficult times, to a position of
economic success" and "Hansen's predominant interest in
'mennesket', i.e. the effect of material wealth and poverty
upon an individual's daily life and values." 2 This story also
demonstrates the theme of immigrant women as "the ones
who are responsible for maintaining both the physical and
spiritual basis for a home life," 3 in this case preserving a
traditional family Christmas celebration. Joe's wife is
compelled by the memories of Christmas past to seek out the
pastor for assistance in helping them to again celebrate
Christmas in the traditional way, a custom which is
threatened by Joe's unemployment. Her desperate plea for
help from Pastor Smith is indicative of the fact that women
in Hansen's stories tend to be "the most sympathetic and
suffering members of the immigrant families." 4
Similarly, the narrator in "30 Years Ago" is remembering
a particular Christmas event from his past, a journey
through snow to get home for Christmas which was
prompted by his memory as a teenager of how Christmas
had been celebrated in a warm environment when he was a
young boy growing up, a tradition which was threatened by
a snowstorm. In all three stories events are taking place that
threaten the traditional celebration of Christmas, and in all
-11-

three stories the protagonists are able to overcome the threat
and preserve their Christmas tradition.
It is not hard to understand why the tradition of
Christmas was held so dearly by the protagonists in these
stories, and perhaps by Carl Hansen as well. Dorothy
Burton Skardal has documented in her book, The Divided
Heart, just how important Christmas was in the Old
Country, "where it was the climax of the year." 5 No wonder
then that the memory of this annual climax was so great for
the narrator and his friend Jacob in "Thirty Years Ago" that
they would not even allow a monstrous snowstorm in the
Old Country prevent them from preserving and observing
their established Christmas tradition. This memory of
Christmas past often intensified at Christmastime in the New
Country, and in order to combat homesickness, many immigrants "strove to reestablish [the] Christmas celebration
according
to Old-Country
patterns
in their new
surroundings." 6 One can infer that that is what Bowlegged
Joe and his wife did shortly after their arrival in the New
World, and why, after fourteen years, Joe's unemployment
was such a threat to their long-established tradition.
As Skarda! points out, "ways of observing Christmas in
immigrant homes came to cover a wide span. At one end was
no celebration at all ... At the other end of the scale, many
families continued to observe their own selection of OldWorld customs .... " 7 and this is demonstrated by the
daughter and son-in-law in "Old Hans Nielsen's Last
Christmas" and by Joe's wife in "Bowlegged Joe." Whether
Danish-Americans regarded Christmas as a spiritual and
familial link between Denmark and America, or a religious
contrivance, the sheer volume of Christmas stories written
by Hansen suggests that: 1) Hansen recognized that
Christmas was a popular theme which the Danish-American
immigrant population was eager to read about, thereby
providing him with a cure for his "digteritis," the nagging
urge to write and be published;" 8 and 2) that Hansen also
realized that "the Old-World meaning of Christmas was
[being] lost . . . . [regardless ofl whether the process was fast
or slow. What had been shared by the whole community in
-12-

Europe [was becoming] a private matter in the new land,
and ... individual families [were becoming less capable of]
maintaining
the full complexity of the tradition. " 9
Consequently, writing stories about Christmas was one
means of preserving this tradition which was under the
constant pressure of becoming American.
CONCLUSION
In these three stories there is the juxtapositioning of
darkness and light, coldness and warmth, past and present.
There is the physical darkness and coldness of the night and
the snow, of being unemployed in winter, and the spiritual
darkness and coldness of the religion of the daughter, and of
how Christmas is celebrated, might be celebrated, or is not
celebrated, in the present, versus the warmth and light of
Christmas both celebrated and remembered. I believe that
Carl Hansen's concept of Christmas is threefold: 1) it is an
essential spiritual and physical link between the present of
the New Country and the past of the Old Country and a
source of light and warmth which provides an escape from
the trials, tribulations and coldness of life as an immigrant;
2) it is a means of preserving the "realistic, positive view of
the human condition; 10 and 3) it is a topic which was readily
publishable in a relatively small literary market.
BIBLIOGRAPHY
Hansen, Carl. Landsmamd: Fortcellinger. Cedar Falls, Iowa: Dansk Boghandel Forlag, 1908.
Jensen, Rudolf J. "A Comparative Study of Sophus Keith Winther and
Carl Hansen." The Bridge 2:1 (January 1979), 19-30.
Nielsen, John Mark and David S. Iversen. "Old Hans Nielsen's Last
Christmas." Church and Life (December 1987), 17-21.
Skardal, Dorothy Burton. The Divided Heart: Scandinavian Immigrant
Experience Through Literary Sources. Lincoln: University of Nebraska
Press, 1974.
Watkins, Donald K. "Carl Hansen: Prairie Iconoclast." The Bridge 2:1
(January 1979), 7-18.
NOTES
1 Watkins, Donald K. "Carl Hansen: Prairie Iconoclast." The Bridge
2:1 (January_1979), 17.
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2 Jensen, Rudolf J. "A Comparative Study of Sophus Keith Winther
and Carl Hansen." The Bridge 2:1 (January, 1979), 25.
3 Ibid., p. 21.
4 Ibid.
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Nebraska Press, 1974. p. 284.
6 Ibid., p. 285.
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30Years Ago
I remember it as though it were yesterday.
And yet it is 30 years ago.
Winter came early that year. Already in late November
the snow came floating in large, broad, white flakes, which
settled on the roofs and between the houses.
The frost and the storm came later. The snow no longer
fell softly and mildly. Like small, sharp, hard bits of corn it
bored itself into holes and cracks, while poor folk sighed and
dreaded the hard winter, which was expected.
Close toward Christmas it got worse. The wind howled
about the corners, and small drifts laid themselves across the
street.
From my little study in one of Copenhagen's suburbs I
could look out over the graves in the "Assistant's Cemetery."
The drifts drew up to the monuments and covered the
inscriptions, so no one could see, whether it was a titular
Councillor of State and Knight of Dannebrog or just a rich
tailor, who lay buried under the tall, ostentatious marble
stone.
Over on the other side of the street-with a window out
toward the cemetery-lived my childhood playmate Jacob
Clausen. We had gone to school together as small boys, now
we went together to study for the final graduation examination, and went home together each year for the holiday.
Two days before Christmas Eve he came rushing in to me
in great agitation.
"Hey you!" he shouted while he was still in the door."The
trains are not running!"
"Not running?" I asked, "why are they not running?"
"Because they are snowed in, you fool," said Jacob and
threw himself on my sofa, so that it cracked, "and we
can snap our fing~rs in vain to get home for Christmas Eve."
-15-

Not home for Christmas Eve! Even though I was 15 years
old and a big guy - much bigger than I am now - I got
tears in my eyes.
"But Jacob," I said, "we can not celebrate Christmas Eve
in Copenhagen,"
"No-uh-no,
well, maybe not," he admitted.
"No, naturally, there are no proper people, who can.
And besides - as you can see - the weather has improved."
I looked out. It snowed worse than ever before, and the
clouds hung blue-black over the rooftops.
Next morning we were up early. The sky was clearer, but
the snow drifted the ground in large, rough banks.
We went out to the train station. A group of discouraged
people wandered and drifted up and down the vestibule.
Two solitary porters sat in the gapingly empty baggage
room, where hundreds of suitcases were usually stacked up.
The man with the gold braids on his cap, who had
phenominal practice in selling tickets, sat with folded hands
in front of the ticket window and announced continuously ,
almost automatically, that "all traffic was stopped. There
was no chance to get through with any train today."
When Jacob and I went home, we agreed that the Danish
Government was the most wretched in the world when it
could not at least once get its trains through such a small bit
of snow!
I went to the tutor in the afternoon. One could just as
well be studious, since there really wasn't going to be anything of Christmas anyhow.
In the evening I went round by the train station. A large
sign announced that "if the weather does not worsen during
the night, the train would depart for Roskilde tomorrow at
7:45 a.m."
"Yeah, to Roskilde," said Jacob, when out of breath I told
him my discovery, "but from there we have damn well over
4 miles to home."
"Ah, but if we first arrive at Roskilde," I said, "then there
will always be an opportunity to go further. The miller from
Bransbjerg is always in Roskilde on Christmas Eve day, and
the poult12' shopkeeper as well."
-16-

Next morning we stood at the train station. A whole
herd of laughing, joyful people eased forward toward the
ticket window. "Rosildel Roskilde!" it said. Most people like us - had to go further, and had - like us - a vague
hope of further conveyance.
So we took the train.
A couple of times the train stood still, but by noon time
the train puffed in into the venerable cathedral city.
A swarm of people beseiged the hotel, and the confused
innkeeper darted about between the tables like a galloping
seal, nervously breaking glasses and bottles.
The outdoor servant asserted that every miller or poultry
shopkeeper had been in the city the last 14 days, "because
there is too much snow out in the region."
"Yes, yes," said Jacob, "so we walk."
"Of course," I answered, "we walk!"
We bought a couple of loaves of Franksbrodat a baker
and then we started out.
The first mile along the broad, straight main road went
perfectly. We sang the Socialist march - it was modern then
- and assured each other, that it was completely enjoyable
to knead through the snow at Christmastime with thin-soled
shoes and kid gloves.
We came to a forest - it may well have been Borrevejle
- and the snow was over our knees. Sweat covered our
foreheads, and fatigue turned up as a dull tremor in our
knees.
When the mile post showed, that we had gone two miles,
it began to get dark, so we sat in the lee of a hedge and ate
our Franksbrod.
It cheered us up a little, but when we had walked a half
mile, the dull, fatiguing sensation became stronger than
before.
Jacob said something now and then but I did not feel like
answering. Like a machine, once it is started, my legs
worked in the snow. The wind, which was almost straight
against us, slapped our faces so that the skin burned and
swelled.
Forward march.
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It became darker and darker.
When I closed my eyes one time, a feeling of comfort
poured through my body. One time I stopped and turned my
back to the wind. Out over the field one could see dimly four
or five lights. They were people - probably joyfull and
happy - who celebrated Christmas and ate good, warm
food.
After all, everyone there probably had a couple of
glowing warm potatoes each!
I turned again toward the wind.
Forward march I
Bent double, with your shoulders up and swinging our
arms, we trudged along.
Then Jacob stopped and took my arm. "Now we shall
soon veer off," he said.
'I believe - I will - sit down for a while."
"Damned if you do!" he shook me by the shoulders.
"Now we shall turn left, then it will be better. If one
could just find the road."
A quarter of an hour later we turned onto a by-way. It
helped a little bit, since we had the wind more to the side.
We struggled forward for half an hour, then it came to
me, that we were walking continuously up a hill, and in
order to make it easier I tried to zig-zag my way forward.
"What is the matter with you?" You stagger about as
though you were drunk," said Jacob with a thick voice
I did not answer. I just moved my legs forward, forward,
forward, as though knocked along by blows to my back.
"This grinding along, by Jove, is wrong," said Jacob and
stopped with a start.
"What?"
"It is the wrong road! I think we turned to early."
"Hml" - I did not care.
Again forward!
There was whistling in my head, and I saw stars, which
by the hundreds drew circles between each other.
"We might as well inquire at the first house," I heard
Jacob say, but it sounded as though he was far, far away.
He came across the road and took me under the arm.
-18-

I tried to say something, to thank him for his help, but
the words got stuck in my throat in a thick clump.
We walked for a long time - it seemed to me for several
hours.
Then Jacob suddenly shouted:
"We are now by a house!"
It lay a few steps from us, with clear windows shining out
toward the road.
He knocked, and went in.
And there in the clear, mild daylight stood my childhood
best friend, Andreas, who had worked for my parents for
many years, and his plump, little wife, Nielsine, who
weaved for my mother.
"Oh you poor boy-," she began, but before she went
further, I said with a voice which I at once did not know:
"I will go to bed!"
I did so, but I could not sleep. It marched and marched in
my legs and through my whole body, as though I still walked
along the snow covered road.
Next morning Andreas drove us home.
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Bowlegged Joe
For fourteen full years Johannes Marcussen had worked
at the big flour mill in the world's biggest mill city on the
Mississippi River. In the office he was called Number 321,
but the workers called him "Bowlegged Joe."
Because he was bowlegged - even his best friends could
not deny it.
Otherwise he was a handsome, little man, especially on
Sunday, when he put on his long overcoat and went to
church. The curled, grizzled beard framed a broad, regular
face with a clear, white skin color, to which the flour through
the many years had given a curious complexion. And at
funerals or other solemn occasions, when he had his tall,
black hat on, there were many who confused him with one
of the city's millionaires.
For daily purpose it was not any great amount, which
was given to Bowlegged Joe to pay interest on: he loaded
flour onto railroad cars.
Loaded flour onto railroad cars! Day after day, summer
and winter. And everyone had a need for flour: it was sent to
South America, where the small republics' soldiers were
fixed on half rations, because the treasury lacked money; it
was sent to China, to Australia, to Russia; and one day a
load was sent to Aarhus, which was Bowlegged Joe's
hometown.
"There must be more and more people corning into the
world," thought Joe, "for there is need for more flour, as the
years go by." The entire train, loaded only with flour, was
sent out from the colossal mill by the muddy river with the
poetic name.
But every evening, when the clock struck 6 and the steam
pipe sent its blast out over the city, Joe took his dinner pail,
walked up to the nearest corner, crowded into the overfilled
-20--

streetcar and rode home, for it was too far to walk, almost four miles.
Ten years ago he had bought a cozy little house on an
easy installment plan. Three years ago he finished his
monthly payments.
Free of debt he sat in his house with the nice little flower
garden in front, and in the last three years he had bought an
organ for his daughter "who had talent," and the oldest son
was studying at the university to be a doctor.
And Bowlegged Joe began to talk with his wife, that
perhaps it was time to put some money into the savings
bank, "so one could have a little bit to live on, when one
becomes old and decrepit."
But Madam Joe wanted new furniture in her "parlor,"
and the daughter absolutely had to have a silk dress, because
she was going to sing with a ladies' quartet at an evening
banquet for the benefit of the drought-stricken in Texas.
But Joe shook his head and mumbled something into his
frizzled beard, that it was wrong, if one did not have money
to live on in these times, "because something could easily
happen, that one had never imagined."
And early in the fall "something happened." It had hung
in the air, it was whispered about in the flour-dusted rooms,
it was talked about in the taverns. The word, which was first
so quietly whispered, grew stronger and was talked about
loudly and audibly one day even in the mill owner's office.
The word was: strike!
Bowlegged Joe got orders to stop working in the middle
of the morning. He protested, that could never do, - the car
must be loaded!
A powerful hand grabbed him by the neck, and between
two large, muscular Swedes he went out of the gate.
The workers stood in groups out on the mill square, and
quite a few were drunk. Curses and other words about the
employers and the capitalists cut through the crowd, which
became larger and larger. Flock after flock of workers came
out from all the mills. The work was stopped over the whole
line.
"Not one cogwheel goes round", - that was the plan!
-21-

A tall, freckled Irishman, who was called Tim
McGannan, came out from a tavern with a stool which he
sprang up on and began to speak: "Remember, comrades!"
he shouted, "we demand shorter working hours! Eight hours
of work is enough for free American citizens! And we
demand that our 'Union' be recognized! We will have our
voice heard on the Board, when it involves yanking a man
from his livelihood! We will take part in deciding, who shall
be foreman at the mills! Free mep do not allow themselves to
be ruled by the first one that comes along, whom the welldressed citizens get in mind to appoint! Do not become
scabs!" he bellowed it out, - "a thief, a robber, a murderer
is a man of honor compared to a scab! The man, who goes
into these mills to work, takes the bread out of the mouth of
thousands of comrades! And, mark you well my words, the man, who tries to betray his comrades here and lift a
finger in order to get work, he will be ill treated! He will be
killed! His house will be burned! His wife and children -II

A detachment of police forced its way into the square,
and the Irishman was pulled down from the stool. The police
chief's voice rang out clearly and authoritatively over the
mass of people.
"To strike is every worker's right," he said, "but it is the
duty of the police to protect this city and its citizens against
wrongdoing and injustice. Now go home, all of you! And do
your best to reach an agreement with your employers!"
Some grumbled here and there, but everyone turned
around and headed away from the mill square.
And the taverns down there by the river did a splendid
business.
But Bowlegged Joe went home. He sat and huddled in the
nearly empty streetcar. An inexpressible hopelessness fell
over him; he felt so endlessly alone, so poor and abandoned.
The flour sacks and railroad cars had gradually grown
together with him as a part of his life.
His wife stood outside the house and puttered about with
the wild vines, which twisted themselves around the
veranda. She turned around, when the streetcar stopped.
-22-

"Dear me, Johannes! What is the matter? Are you siclZ?"
"strike"
Her face became ashen. Now "something had happened,"
and she thought about the silk dress and the new furniture.
Next morning Joe got up early as usual, because he
simply had to go to the city with the usual streetcar.
"What are you riding to town for, Joe7" said the
conductor, why don't you stay in bed, until your whole
body is black and blue. You mill people shall certainly have
easy days now - huh! You are a flock of fools! What do you
have to complain about? Ten hours of work and lifelong
positions, when you do, what must you do! Any other poor
wretch must work 14-16 hours a day for a poor salary, and
account for every nickel, one has in hand; and then one is
hounded every moment by the inspector and the subinspector and the head conductor and the whole lot of them!"
"Why don't you go on strike?"
'We have, - twice - and lost both times."
Joe got off at the mill square like usual. The huge square
buildings rose up tall and ghost-like toward the gray fall sky,
heavy with rain . Oh how he missed the hollow whistle
sound and the steady, monotonous rumble of the hundred
cogwheels.
A dozen police officers kept watch over the buildings,
silent and worn out with watching.
"Surely they must also work more than ten hours a day."
thought Joe.
He wandered about on a large, deserted square, here and
there stood a small group of workers who chatted, mostly,
that winter stood at the door and fuel was simply so
incredibly expensive.
Tim McGannan came. He talked loudly and gesticulated
with his long loose-jointed arms.
"We must rally round the mills, " he said, "they have telegraphed to Texas for twelve hundred Negroes. When they
come, we must watch out, that not a single one slips in. First
we must explain to them the situation in a friendly way, and
if it is not enough, - then -yeah, I won 't say any more,
but you must understand, that no one slips into the mills
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alive."
Joe took his place in the living chain, and the day slid by
gray and sad.
Three days went by and no Negros or scabs appeared.
But in the morning of the fourth day at the usual time the
shrill roar from the steam whistles cut through the heavy air,
and the characteristic
monotone rumble began. The
cogwheels went round, the belts were tightened, activity
began to stir, and it was as though the heart began to beat in
a huge body.
There was movement and unrest on the square. What did
this mean! Joe moved, as though he would go inside.
Who would load the railroad cars?
Tim McGannan came running from the nearest tavern.
"Steady, comrades! This is just what I expected. The
great employers will try to deceive us, the machines are
working, and they shall be allowed to, but there isn't any
flour being ground. You can see for yourselves, that not a
single sack is coming out .of the doors."
And it appeared as though he was right, as most of the
day went by. But in the evening in the twilight the doors out
to the train track were suddenly flung to the side and a dozen
white-dad men began in feverish haste to load the empty
cars.
"Who is it? Who are the scabs? Is it Negroes? Who is it?"
And some ventured near enough to see, and the answer
came back:
"It is the clerks from the office, the foreman, the engineer
and even the boss himself."
The whole night the workers kept the watch, but the next
morning the whistle again gave notice and the cogwheels
sounded muffled, heavy, like thunder, which gives notice of
storms and bad weather. But the sound was genuine, there was
no more doubt: it was wheat, which was crushed and
pulverized under the thousand teeth and cogwheels.
A car was sent out. Two officers sat on the box and a
score of boxes surrounded it, what must it mean? But a
couple of hours later it came back, filled with provisions,
lots of provisions.
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They wondered if then there were many in there? Was it
possible, that scabs, - maybe even some of the comrades had sneaked in, protected by the night, protected by the
police?
"Where are the men I put on watch last night?" Tim
McGannan cut in, "Where is Johnson? Where is Davis?
Where is Rundquist? Where is Grog? - - - When a head
count was taken, nearly thirty men were missing.
Tim McGannan did not say one word, he turned with a
shrug and walked up to the city.
Bowlegged Joe stood and wished, that he had followed
the example of the thirty, then he would have been in there
now, then he would have noticed the dust settle close and
thin on his face and beard, and then he could have taken a
sack, heave it up and throw it from himself again. Because he
understood it, he had the knack! Lord God, how wretched a
sin it was last night to see the clerks handle a flour sack.
A roar of many voices, a scream from a hundred throats
tore him from his thoughts. The square was black with
people, mostly working people from the mills, but also many
women and half-grown boys.
"Scabs! Scabs!" it shrieked through the air. A stone
rattled against a window, another clattered against a door
and in less than five minutes there was not one unbroken
windowpane left in the huge building. Stones, coal, and
pieces of wood whistled through the air, crossed, and many
fell down into the crowd of people, which unceasingly
shrieked, made noise and screeched, "Scabs! Scabs!" in all
keys!
A pale, frightened face appeared for a moment in one of
the smashed windows, and hundreds of projectiles were
leveled at it, and the face disappeared in a flash.
"Into the mill!" Find these wretched scabs!" it was
shouted, and the crowd surged toward the entrance.
But there, as if grown up out of the ground, stood a force
of police, strong men with short batons.
Then it began to rain in thick sheets, which nearly
knocked a person down.
Two fire engines sent cold water in over the furious mass
-25-

of people and cooled the hot blood.
Still a roar! Still a taunt in through the broken windows
and gradually the crowd was loosened.
There lay half a score of wounded people in the square,
whom the police gathered up and took to the hospital in the
ambulance.
One of them was Bowlegged Joe. He was hit in the
forehead by a brick. The doctor cleaned the wound, stitched
it together, said it was insignificant and sent him home.
The workers tried once more to sort out the confusion,
but the majority understood, that the battle was lost. In the
course of the night many snuck into the office and asked for
work.
Among them was Tim McGannan.
And the next day there was a veritable migration to all
the mills, many more people, then there was need for.
Bowlegged Joe lay in bed and fantasized. The blow was
worse, than the doctor had thought, but as soon as he could
stand, he reported to the office.
The boss looked at the thick, red scar in Joe's forehead.
He took a ledger down from the shelf.
"Number 321," he said, "I cannot do anything for you!
Your place is taken."
Joe went pale.
"I have worked here for 14 years," he mumbled.
"And then you were dumb enough to join in breaking our
windows," said the boss glumly, "but that happens to be
your own matter. - Like I said, we have no need for you!"
Joe walked the long way home on his tottering legs,
because he did not think he could afford to ride.
When he came into his room, he sat down and buried his
face in his hands.
And as the days went by, the idea grew in him, that as
long as he did not make any money, he must absolutely not
give any out.
When it began to be cold, he would not allow the fire to
be lit.
"I have no money to buy coal!" he cried.
"Yes, but the house is still worth something. Couldn't we
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borrow?" tried his wife.
''Borrow - Who will loan money to an unemployed man.
And one must pay interest on a loan, and where will I get
that from?"
"But, dear Johannes, we must still live!"
"Live! I do not know what we must do. One perhaps has
no right to live, when one is unemployed."
At the table he simply sat and watched his wife and
children with greedy eyes, as if he envied them for every bite
of the modest food, they put in their mouths.
He went out every day and looked for work. Now and
then he also got a little bit to do, but was quickly dismissed,
because the only thing he could do was to lay flour sacks in a
railroad car.
And every evening he walked down to the mill square
and listened to the steady, heavy, monotonous rumble. Then
he leaned for a moment against the wall in order to feel the
characteristic vibration, which went through the huge
machinery, and with heavy steps he walked the long way to
his comfortless home in order to watch once more each piece
of coal, which was allowed to go into the fire, and each bite
of food, which had to be eaten.
He lay awake the long winter nights and tossed and
turned in bed. Often he stood up and walked back and forth
in the cold rooms.
Joe's wife had never in her life had need for independence. She had steadfastly taken care of her house and been
good toward her husband and her children, but she had
never thought, that the world could ask for more, or for
anything else, from her.
She searched her heart to find advice or a way out, and
finally one day, when Joe as usual sat collapsed and restless
in his chair, she got an idea, and even she was surprised, that
it had not come to her long ago.
She would go up and talk with the pastor.
In "the good time" she and her husband used to go to
church almost every Sunday, and Joe had once been a
member of the church council many years ago. The pastor
had baptized all three children and confirmed the two oldest.
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For many years Pastor Smith had moved among his
emigrated countrymen. He had listened to a lot of distress,
both earthly and spiritual, and with a gentle hand he had
guided, counselled, comforted, and helped.
And he understood the poor woman, who sat in front of
him and told of her distress. - "And in a couple of days we
have Christmas," she said, "and you see, it is our habit to
always have a Christmas tree with gifts for the children. It is
now such a custom, since they were small, that we, of
course, have never been able to get ourselves to drop it. But
this year nothing will happen, because Johannes will surely
never tolerate, that even one penny is spent for anything.
And that I suppose can also be quite correct, when one is
unemployed."
"Do they suffer distress?"
"No, not as such, because Andreas, the oldest boy, who
otherwise will become a doctor, got a job you see as a clerk
at an insurance office, and Maria is at a dressmaker's workroom, and Christian sells newspapers, but you see it is like
this. The only thing there is in the world for Johannes is the
mill, and he sits and broods over that and wanders about the
floor at night because of that. It has been so sad, so sad the
whole time, Pastor Smith, and now - as it - soon becomes
Christmas - I am at my wit's end. Unless you can help!"
A couple of large, salty tears rolled down her cheeks.
"Yes I do not know," said the pastor, "it could very well
be, - I think, that there are somewhat more pieces of advice
and alternatives at Christmastime than at any other time of
the year. The Americans have a Santa Claus and we Danes
have a Julenisse, who bring to the people's children what
they desire. You go home now, my dear, and try to believe,
that the good Christmas Angel will also bring joy to you and
your whole house."
And as the old, sorely tried woman walked slowly home,
it seemed to her, that the low winter sun shone brighter and
clearer down upon the earth, than it usually did.
The pastor put on his jacket and went straight up to the
finest and richest house in the whole city, there, where the
millionaire lived, the one who talked big at the stockholders'
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meetings and could become a congressman, if he wanted to.
And the rich man knew well the poor, Danish pastor.
"So what is the matter, Pastor Smith?" he said and shook
his hand, "perhaps you lack a bell for the Danish church? Or
a chandelier? Or is the steeple about to fall down? Just say
the word and you will get, what you desire, for the Danesare good people, good, hard-working, industrious people."
"Thank you, but this time it is neither church bell nor
chandelier nor steeple," said the pastor and he performed his
errand clearly and concisely.
"I would rather give a church bell," said the millionaire
smiling.
"But that was not what I asked for."
"No, but I have nothing to do with firing and hiring
people at the mills. That is something, which I never meddle
in, which I cannot meddle in. The boss down there does not
tolerate it, the stockholders do not tolerate it. My dear
pa$tor, I really cannot."
"It will soon be Christmas," said the pastor, "at
Christmastime one person will gladly do a favor for another.
Now I have asked you to do me a service, try now to ask the
boss down there to do you a service. - Now at Christmastime!"
"No, dear Pastor Smith, let us stay at the church steeple,
I will give you a couple hundred dollars, then you can help
the man to have a Merry Christmas and he can mange
through the winter, then he will well enough find work in the
spring."
"But I have told you, you see, that it as the work at the
mill and with the sacks of flour, that this is all about. It is
that, the man is dying of."
The large man sat and stroked his goatee.
"But him, the other one, - who already has the job, him, whom neither you nor I know. What shall we do with
him!"
"Thank you!" said the pastor, "now I know, that you will
help my man! The other one - yes, his personal happiness
most likely does not depend upon carrying flour sacks. If
there is no place for him at the mill, then send him to me. -29-

I heard a couple of days ago, for that matter, that there were
763 men, who worked in the mill - what if there should
become 764, - I wonder if it would destroy the company!"
The millionaire laughed and shook the pastor's hand
goodbye.
"Next morning - the day before Christmas Eve - one of
the office boys came out to Bowlegged Joe with a card. The
boss desired his presence at precisely 10 o'clock.
Joe gave a start. That kind of card was sent out "when
there was something wrong," he asserted. But he must show
them, that he dared to go up there - and in hurried haste he
put on his coat and hat, and fifteen minutes before the hour
he stood in the office, where a clerk took the card and
showed it to the boss.
"Ah, it is you! Yes, please sit down! Johnson, bring a
chair!"
Sit down! Here among the fine office folk! Yes, there was
something quite completely wrong! If only they would get it
over with quickly!
The door to the private office was opened, and a proud,
plump, gray-beared man came quietly in and sat at a desk.
"You used to work here, and your number was 321,
correct?"
The boss was superciliously civil.
"Yes."
"The man, who - during the strike - was hired in your
place, has been sent down to the machine room. He was no
good at handling flour sacks. We have found out that you,
Mr. - ah - Number 321, was one of the best men, we have
had for that job, and therefore it is our pleasure to offer you
your old job again, - if you desire it."
If he desired it!
Joe's face twitched and his lips trembled.
"Thank you!" he whispered.
"You can begin the day after tomorrow. The wages are
naturally as before. Here is your old number."
Joe clutched his brass plate. It was as though he met a
well-known and dear old friend.
"Thank you! Thank you very much!" he said and turned
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to walk out.
Then the proud, gray-beared man nodded to him and
said:
"Merry Christmas!"
He had to go to the warehouse and swing a flour sack in
his arms just once. And he carried it as warmly and softly as
though it were a baby.
Then he rode home, and the streetcar was full of happy
Christmas people, who had packages in their hands and in
all their pockets.
"Merry Christmas, Mother!" he shouted. "I've got my
job again! And now we will have a Christmas tree, and
tomorrow we will go to church, and the next day I will go to
work!"
And Pastor Smith talked in his sermon about the joy of
Christmas, which that person understood best, who had
fought against sorrow, and Joe nodded. He understood it
completely.
And up in the rich millionaire's house there was a
Christmas tree with expensive Christmas gifts, diamonds
and gold, but the old rich man sat in his chair and became
lost in thought. "I brought Christmas joy to someone," he
thought. "All that he asked for, was to be allowed to work."
And the old man folded his hands and prayed to the Lord
of Christmas for permission to bring comfort and joy to all
of them, he found on his way, who would honestly work,
while it was day.
For the night comes - - -
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Old Hans Nielsen's Last Christmas
It had been two years since Hans Nielsen had arrived in
America. His daughter and his son-in-law had written to him
and sent him travel money. They thought it was shameful
that in his last years he should wear himself out as a simple
farmhand on the manor at Alsted. He must come to them;
they had enough "worldly goods" so that over here he would
want for nothing.
Hans Nielsen thought the letter was a bit formal, but all
the same, he believed it was best to accept the offer. In recent
years, he had been badly plagued with rheumatism and
asthma, and the hard physical labor on the manor farm had
become difficult for him. Certainly too, his little room was
lonely. So he sold his few belongings and set out on the long,
difficult journey.
Father and daughter had not seen each other for sixteen
years, and they were both glad to be reunited. The son-inlaw had prospered and had a large farm in one of the midwestern states. Hans Nielsen was given his own room,
furnished with a rocking chair and carpet on the floor.
When he looked through his window, he could survey
most of his son-in-law's holdings.
Out in the field grazed well-fed steers and sleek milk
cows, pigs too numerous to count jostled against one
another in the pigpen behind the barn, and out in the
farmyard, small chickens scurried among the long-legged,
gobbling turkeys.
Hans Nielsen ought to be content.
All his life he had enjoyed caring for animals though he
had never been able to own so much as a pig; he had not
lived on his son-in-law's farm for more than fourteen days
before he knew every pig and every calf, knew when the
hens were set and knew in the evenings when to fetch the
ducklings home from the creek. He watered and fed; he gave
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suckling calves milk, the pigs corn and chickens grain; he
planted and watered and became so occupied that he almost
forgot both his asthma and his rheumatism.
But he was not yet content - not completely.
First there were the children. He had eagerly anticipated
talking with the three boys, taking them on his lap and
playing with them.
And three healthy, handsome, bright boys they were.
But there was something about them which Hans Nielsen
didn't understand
and couldn't fathom. There was
something restless and jaunty about them, and when they
played out in the yard, they shouted and screamed as though
they had knives at their throats.
And besides, they spoke that foreign language which the
old man couldn't understand.
They could of course speak Danish; they spoke it for the
most part when talking with their mother. But they spoke it
as if forced to do so, and given the chance, they switched
over into English.
The son-in-law was a thin, slight man, with a long,
reddish beard and light matted hair. He was between thirty
and forty years old, but he looked as though he were closer
to sixty. When he walked, he slouched forward, moving his
feet in an awkward clumsy, stumbling manner. He didn't
talk much and used many foreign words and expressions
when he did at last say something.
His daughter, who in Denmark had been a beautiful
slender girl, was now stooped, gray in the face, and already
had deep wrinkles around her eyes and mouth. To help on
this large farm, a job which in Hans Nielsen's opinion
required at least four farmhands and two girls, the son-inlaw had only a hired boy of about seventeen. Because of this,
much was neglected and much went to waste.
The work never ended. There wasn't time to take a little
nap after the noon meal, and the household chores dragged
on until bedtime.
And then there was the fact that his daughter had
changed her faith. What the sect was that she and her
husband belonged to Hans Nielsen never found out, but it
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ended in "-ists," and it filled their lives with a peculiar
morose surliness which could be seen in all their conduct and
speech. For example, they never said, "We have a good
harvest this year," but rather "The good Lord in heaven has
granted us a bountiful harvest." If the husband were to go to
town with a load of hogs, he's say, "On Thursday, the good
Lord willing, I'll take the hogs to town." And the prayers he
drawled at meals were lengthened by his sighing and
moaning over the sinful world. When neighbors were discussed, a strict line was drawn between "the savedr, and "the
others."
This kind of Christianity offended Hans Nielsen. That
one called himself "saved" and numbered himself among
"the little flock" while at the same time frittering away his
best years in a dour, sad state, neglecting his children's upbringing and development, was beyond his understanding.
He'd always had a lively nature. The harvest festival on
the manor at Alsted and the other holidays had each been a
source of renewal in his life.
He was disappointed then when fall came and no harvest
festival was held at the son-in-law's.
But it was worse when Christmas came. No baking or
butchering, no excitement of anticipation, no festive spirit
filled the air.
And when he expressed his surprise, his daughter pointed
out to him that the Lord's birthday had been thought up by
the pastors back in the old country. "The shepherds were out
in the fields when the angel came," she said, "and we all
know they wouldn't be out there in winter."
"There's perhaps some truth in that," replied old Hans
Nielsen, ''but after all, there's something beautiful about
such a holiday."
"But there's nothing about Christmas in God's Word!"
snapped the daughter, and she continued as though she read
from a book, "For six days you shall do your work and on
the seventh day you shall rest. It's God's word and
commandment, and we know no other holidays in our
house."
Hans Nielsen carried the dispute no further. And when
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Christmas Eve came, he locked himself in his room, hummed
a Psalm and went to bed.
But he had to confess to himself that he wasn't satisfied
with the conditions here in the new world.
And as time passed, he began to yearn for the old ways.
He longed to dig ditches and to mow rye and to afterwards rest his weary bones with an after-dinner nap, or to
enjoy the fellowship of the harvest festival. He longed for the
thick bread and bacon drippings between meals and to afterwards enjoy the harvest festival dinner, the rice pudding, the
rib roast with sweet cracklings, and the cebleskiver.
"There's no pleasure taken in good living over here," he
thought. "Here, all one gets is meat and potatoes every day."
He loathed the long prayers, the constant lamenting over
sin. He longed for the vaulted church at home and the old,
white-haired, gentle country pastor.
His yearnings left him weak and faint. He lost pleasure in
caring for the cattle and pigs, and he sat up in his room and
looked out over the square, wide, flat fields.
When Christmas again drew near, he was tired of the
monotonous view out over the open prairie. He lay in bed
and remembered.
He remembered his childhood home with the little castiron stove and the rough, uneven earthen floor. His parents
were poor people, and he had to go out and glean the fields,
but when holidays came there was always money for roast
pork and perhaps a few cebleskiver. It still thrilled him to
think of the festive air that permeated the room at those
mealtimes. And tears came to his eyes when he remembered
how on those evenings, he and his brothers and sisters had
each in turn gone up to their father and mother and shook
hands, thanking them for the evening meal.
That memory carried him further.
He had earned his living on the manor as foreman of the
farmhands. lt was he who had gone in front with the scythe
during the harvest time, and it was he who had lifted the
heaviest sacks. But it was also he who led the singing when
the toast was proposed to the master and mistress, and it was
he who danced the first dance with the housemaid, Sofie,
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who later became his bride.
Sofie!
Yes, she had been a faithful wife. The times became hard;
he had had to go off to war where he was wounded and only
slowly recovered. On his return to the manor, he was only a
hired hand, and they had difficulty making ends meet. But
when the harvest festival evening came, Sofie spread a
shining, white cloth on the table. And each Christmas Eve,
after their daughter, their only child, was old enough, there
had been a green bough in the room with some few candles
on it and some hard candy wrapped in colored paper.
Oh, how the little one beamed!
Yes, the years passed. Sofie was borne up to the church
cemetery, and the daughter emigrated to America. But in his
loneliness, he did not forget that holiest of evenings. A little
of the Christmas spirit found its way into his poor room.
His thoughts came to a standstill like a watch one has
forgotten to wind. He sighed and looked out over the large
barn.
Yes, here was prosperity and plenty at each meal, but
nothing to celebrate!
The day before Christmas Eve, Hans Nielsen became
very ill, and the Danish doctor was fetched.
There was nothing he could do.
"His life slips away," he said gravely. "Nature will take
her course."
And the warm-hearted doctor took the old man's hand
and looked him in the eyes ..
"Farvel, og gladelig jul!" he said .
Hans Nielsen smiled. It was the first time he'd heard the
familiar Danish Christmas greeting in this strange land.
The whole next day he lay with a bright smile on his lips.
"I can hear music," he said.
And at twilight, when that hallowed and high evening
began that is so full of the smiles and laughter of children,
when the Lord of heaven and earth sent out the Christmas
Angel to sound the bells and bring joy to people's voices, old
Hans Nielsen rose up and spread his arms as though he
embraced one of his dear ones.
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He then lay back and closed his tired eyes.
The darkness settled over the land. In town and in field,
in forest and on prairie the lights were lit in people's homes.
And the Christmas Angel flew home to his Lord and
Master. All were ready for the celebration - and Old Hans
Nielsen was not forgotten.
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''To Have Revenge on the Self-Righteous University':
Pietismand ReligiousDoubt in SophusKeithWinther's
Beyond the Garden Gate
by JOHN MARK NIELSEN
In the spring of 1978, Arizona Quarterly published what
was to be the last of Sophus Keith Winther's scholarly
articles. Entitled, "The Emigrant Theme," this essay in many
ways was a summation of Winther's thoughts, not only regarding the experience of Scandinavian-Americans as told in
literature, but more importantly of his reflections regarding
the whole of human experience. For him, emigration was the
great human story, stretching from the dawn of humankind
in the Olduvai Gorge to a foreboding present. It was the
story of the Israelites wandering in the wilderness; it was the
myth of the American westward movement. For Winther
writing in 1978, however, emigration was no longer
possible; the physical and psychological opportunities
offered by the vision of a promised land across oceans and
beyond mountains were no more. Over-population,
environmental pollution, and the threat of nuclear holocaust
promised a global "ragnarok". The human journey was fast
approaching an end.
Earlier in this essay, Winther explored his novels, and the
novels of Vilhelm Moberg and Ole Rolvaag which trace
Scandinavian immigration to the United States, noting how
they all moved toward a symbolic statement that anticipated
the grim conclusion of his essay. Those who emigrated to a
new land faced obstacles, impediments that hindered their
assimilation into the culture of the new land. Winther argued
that in all cultures there exist forces that conspire to keep the
newly arrived immigrant on the outside.
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First there was the all-pervading poverty, a poverty that
was inevitable because of limited land and unlimited
population increase ... Next came the evils of an entrenched caste system that brutally exploited the poor
and insulted and degraded man's sense of dignity. In the
third place was the tyrrany of the church system, an
order of things called religious but actually a system for
beating the poor into submission. It used not only
threats of everlasting punishment, but also physical
power to .enforce obedience. In the fourth place there
was political tyrrany supported by the church (37-38).
Despite these forces, the immigrants came, and in spite of
them they struggled to find a place in the culture and to
assimilate. The possibility of assimilation, however,
occurred in large measure because of the opportunity to
become educated. Education offered both a hope and a
means to break free of the forces of poverty, caste, church
and politics
The struggle against these forces is central to Winther's
fourth novel, Beyond the Garden Gate, published in 1946
and reprinted by Oregon State University in 1991. However,
unlike his three earlier and better known novels which trace
the experiences of the Grimsen family, a family of Danish
immigrants struggling to survive as rent farmers in Nebraska
at the turn of the century, Beyond the Garden Gate describes
the Bailey family, a solid, university educated, middle-class
American family living in Eugene, Oregon, in the mid-1920s
and the coming of age of one of their sons who is a student at
the University of Oregon.
Many scholars, Winther included (Winther, "Emigrant" 3543), have written on the Grimsen trilogy, demonstrating
parallels to other Scandinavian immigrant novels or placing
them, as Roy Meyer does, in the tradition of the middle
western farm novel. All have suggested, as indeed Winther
has admitted, that the Grimsen novels, Take All to
Nebraska, Mortgage Your Heart, and This Passion Never
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Dies are autobiographical in inspiration.
Beyond the Garden Gate, has not engendered the same
kind of critical comment. This is in large measure because
many have found flaws in the novel. In her essay, "Structure
and Meaning in S.K. Winther's Beyond the Garden Gate,"
Barbara Meldrum identified the work as a "thesis novel," a
novel of ideas. She went on to summarize the reaction of
reviewers at the time the novel was published, noting that
many felt that the treatment of the ideas was rather bookish
and the continual philosophising of the characters echoed
too often and too clearly Winther's own ideas (199-200).
Perhaps, if the characters had been more clearly immigrants or at least second generation immigrants, there might
be a greater interest in this novel, certainly by those
concerned with the immigrant experience. Readers might see
in the story a description of the assimilation process, particularly as it applies to the opportunity to pursue higher education that otherwise was not afforded most immigrants in the
countries of their origin, or they might see it as a continuation of the autobiographical accounts found in the Grimsen
novels. Meldrum, in her introduction to the 1991 reprint of
the novel, does suggest that it "recreates the collegiate world
of Winther's youth" (xix), but she offers no evidence as to
how this might be autobiographical other than noting that
Winther did attend the University of Oregon.
· Winther, of course, did not choose to define the main
characters of this novel as immigrants, most likely because
he wanted the readers to see that we are all emigrants from
that idealized "Garden of Eden," that we are all wandering in
that wilderness "beyond the garden gate." This is a theme,
Faith Ingwersen, touches upon in her essay, "The Wint(h)er
of Our Discontent: An Danish-American Tale" in the
published Nordics in America: The Future of Their Past,
edited by Odd Lovell (150). Had Winther given the
characters a particular nationality, readers might well have
been deflected from his larger intent. Nevertheless, there is
much in the novel to suggest that it is informed by autobiography and the experience of immigration.
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The purpose of this paper is to examine the autobiographical subtext of the novel, noting specifically that part of
the story which treats the conflict between "the tryanny of
the church system" as Winther articulated it in his later essay
and his own philosophical skepticism as reflected in the
conceptual framework of the Bailey family. I would suggest
that Beyond the Garden Gate is more autobiographical than
critics have thus far acknowledged, and that seen as autobiography, the novel is a statement of an immigrant
shedding ethnic identity and entering the mainstream of
American intellectual life. For Winther, it is up to the
individual to discover as Tom Bailey says about his university experience to his son, Forrest, "I learned ... that life can
have meaning in the face of chaos" (69). At the same time,
the novel anticipates Winther's own position regarding the
human experience as ultimately being void of all hope since
there is intellectually no possibility of an afterlife; there is, as
he concludes his essay, "The Emigrant Theme," "NO EXIT."
Beyond the Garden Gate is the story of Forrest Bailey who
experiences a rite of passage from innocence to maturity
while a student at the University of Oregon. During the
summer between his junior and senior year, while working
for the family hardware and farm machinery business, he
becomes physically attracted to Nancy, the seventeen-yearold sister of Forrest's boyhood friend who had died in a farm
accident.
Both are drawn to one another out of past
memories. Though he had intended to end what had been an
innocent relationship with her, they are drawn together on a
moonlit, summer night, and, as Winther puts it, "the urge of
her youth and his lack of disciplined control"results in sexual
consummation.
The next day, Forrest meets Gael, an attractive, intelligent young woman, planning to transfer from Reed College
in Portland to the University of Oregon. Gael's poise,
confidence and openness about her own sexual experience
attracts Forrest, and an intimate relationship quickly
evolves, marked by honesty and mutual trust. Unknown to
Forrest, however, Nancy is pregnant from their single
liaison, and after weeks of waiting for him to visit the farm,
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she goes to find him, trusting that he will make things right.
After searching all day, Nancy observes Forrest and Gael
embracing through the window of the Bailey home, and the
world she has constructed in her mind crumbles. Despite the
rain that has engulfed the Willamette Valley, she tries to
walk the eight miles home, only to collapse and be found
along the road by a neighbor in the early morning hours.
After this ordeal, Nancy withdraws into schizophrenia.
Several months later, Nancy's father, a kind and gentle
farmer, seeks out his old friend Tom Bailey, Forest's father,
and shares with him his daughter's
plight. Tom,
immediately, notifies Forrest, who is in Portland visiting
Gael. He returns and accepts responsibility, seeing to it that
Nancy is moved to the state hospital, visiting her and helping
her father on their farm as they await the birth of a child, a
son whom Nancy's parents named Johnny after Nancy's
brother and Forrest's childhood playmate. Despite the birth
of the child, Nancy's psychological condition does not
improve, nor do Nancy's parents expect Forrest to marry
their daughter, and yet Forrest wrestles with his responsibility. Only after a chance meeting with his former
philosophy professor who advises him to take a "rational
attitude" in solving his problem lest he commit a greater sin
against himself, and at the advice of a young doctor trained
in psychopathology who is treating Nancy and who believes
Forrest's presence could do more harm than good, is Forrest
able to justify his leaving Oregon with Gael who has
believed in him and remained faithful throughout this
ordeal. Forrest, however, does not leave before promising
Nancy's parents that should anything become of them, he
will be responsible for both Nancy and the child.
The scandal of Nancy's pregnancy and resulting
schizophrenia caused by a son of one of Eugene's leading
familes, attracts the interests of two individuals who see the
university and the liberal ideas fostered there as contributing
to Forrest's behavior. Jorn Thorvild, the Danish Lutheran
pastor, and Gareth Peekhill, the county's prosecuting
attorney, focus their wrath on Forrest and his family. They
se~ in this case an opportunity to "not only have revenge on
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the self-righteous university ... [but to] strike a blow against
the spread of immorality" which they associate with the
university. Indeed, Jom Thorvild is described as, "[he]
fought the university and all forms of higher education
except that represented by the Lutheran college of Blair,
Nebraska . . . He felt that God had chosen him as the instrument through which justice should be done and virtue once
more established, not only at the university but among the
farmers as well" (192).
The rational approach which Forrest takes, however, and
the support he receives from both his and Nancy's parents,
defuses the efforts of these two men to take advantage of the
situation. Throughout this ordeal, Forrest is able to retain his
sense of self-identity because of the lessons he has learned
from a beloved professor at the university, because of the
support of his family, and finally because of the strength and
honesty of Gael, the woman with whom he is committed to
share his life. The two of them leave the Eden that is the
Willamette Valley, stopping like Adam and Eve to look
back, recognizing that they are beyond the garden gate and
can never return. The novel ends with these lines: "From
now on, their lives were turned away from the past; but the
past would always be with them. They accepted life on its
own terms. They were quite aware of what it means to be
human" (Garden Gate 289).
Even the briefest of biographical sketches indicates that
Winther too, knew what it was to be human, and that,
Beyond the Garden Gate records something of his experience
in gaining that knowledge. The details of his personal life, at
least in regards to the Grimsen trilogy, are well known. He
was born in 1893 in the village of Soby, Denmark, near the
larger town Randers. When Winther was two years old, his
parents emigrated to Massachusetts where Winther's father
had family who had earlier emigrated. After three years
there, like the Grimsens, the family moved on to a farm near
Weeping Water, Nebraska - the community of Weeping
Willow in the Grimsen trilogy. Here the young Winther
attended the rural, one room, Hope School, and later the
Weeping Water Academy. Here too the family lost their
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only daughter, Margaret, to diphtheria. So indelibly etched
in Winther' s memory was the loss of his sister and his
mother's grief, that when he came to write of it in Take All to
Nebraska he used his sister's name and described events as
he remembered them. The Grimsen trilogy, of course,
continues in Nebraska, describing the death of Peter
Grimsen and ending with hope as Hans and Janice are
married and plan to attend the university (Passion 283-286).
Education provides the surest path to assimilation into
American society.
In 1912, however, the Winther family, like greatgrandfather Bailey in Beyond the Garden Gate, moved on to
join family in the Willamette Valley near Eugene, Oregon.
Here events in Winther's life parallel elements of his last
novel. In Eugene, the Winther family attended services at
nearby Bethesda Lutheran Church, a congregation of the
more piestistic United Danish Evangelical Lutheran Church
which ·had its headquarters, college and seminary in Blair,
Nebraska. This is the same church body in which the
fictional, J0rn Thorvild, is an ordained minister. It was
during this time, as Barbara Meldrum has pointed out, that
Winther underwent his second religious conversion "while
going with the daughter of a Danish minister" (Winther 7),
probably the daughter of Peter Petersen Thoreby, the pastor
of the Bethesda congregation and the man after whom
Winther acknowledged modeling the character of J0rn
Thorvild. 1
In 1914, Sophus Winther began his undergraduate education, attending The University of Oregon in Eugene. During
his first year, he read "Charles Darwin's The Origin of
Species and The Descent of Man, Ernst Haeckel' s The Riddle
of the Universe, and Henry F. Osborn's Men of the Old
Stone Age (Meldrum, Winther 9). These works led Winther
finally to reject the church and inspired him to begin
shaping his own personal philosophy, a philosophy
characterized by scientific determinism. After graduating in
1918 with a degree in English, Winther headed east to
Wisconsin, anticipating a graduate fellowship. One was not
forthcoming, however, so he turned to teaching high school,
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accepting a position in Hammond, Indiana, where he taught
for two years. During this time, Winther impregnated a
woman he was seeing casually. Rather than marry hef , he
arranged for her to have an abortion. Shortly after this, he
returned to the University of Oregon where he completed his
Master of Arts in 1922. A teaching assistantship at the
University of Washington in Seattle followed. Here he
completed his Ph.D . in 1925, writing on Matthew Arnold,
here he spent his entire teaching career until his retirement in
1963, and here , just six weeks short of his ninetieth birthday
and suffering from terminal cancer, he committed suicide,
leaping from the balcony of his fifth floor apartment
(Winther 9-10, 48). ·
The experienc~ of attending church services and young
people's meetings at Bethesda Danish Lutheran Church, the
emotional turmoil surrounding the pregnancy and the subsequent arranging of. a.ri abortion for the young woman with
whom he had a:n·affair while teaching in Indiana, and the
intellectual stimulation Winther found in university life are
the important autobiographical elements in Beyond the
Garden Gate . Further, these exp~riences are essential in
creating the conflict and resolution of the novel.
The Bailey family, clearly, practices a life philosophy
reflecting Winther's own. Modern, free-thinking, Tom and
Elizabeth Bailey establish early in the novel that their
philosophy is one that accepts no divine plan. Commenting
on her husband's observation that they've been married
twenty-two years and perhaps have twenty more years
before the anti-climax of death, Elizabeth Bailey responds,
How can any one have any respect for life .. . when one
thinks of what a miserable allotment of time one is
given? Every tiirte I think of it, I have a feeling of
contempt for the-'noble scheme.' You know, Tom, the
only people who' are really satisfied with this 'divine
plan' are the unhappy ones. Misery makes life long and
meaningful (7), ' •
Rather, the Bailey's have ~ought to instill in their children a
sense of freed9m to find their own way and to not make it
their "business to nile and condemn" (27) as too often the
-45-

church does. Both recognize, however, that the true test of
their outlook on life comes "not when the unseen forces of
uncontrolled circumstances plunge the individual into
disaster ... [but] at the moment when a man decides how he
will deal with the situation" (203). Forrest's acceptance of
responsibility for Nancy's pregnancy affirms their faith both
in him and the way in which they have raised and treated
him. Forrest has come to know that "morality is not a matter
of obedience to law, it is a matter of individual interpretation of law in relation to the good of society. Slavish
obedience without intellectual evaluation is the height of
immorality" (146). Because he trusts in his parents' loyalty
and love, he has been able to meet the challenge. Winthet's
analogy and language is biblical; "he had eaten of the
forbidden fruit, and it had made him aware of good and evil;
but, unlike Adam, he had not hidden in the bushes or been
afraid when God called. He knew that it took more courage
to stay in the Garden and meet this issue than it did to go
outside into an unknown world" (202-203).
This, however, is not the message of J0rn Thorvild who,
using Forrest as an example for his congregation "would
preach a sermon on that next Sunday ... [and] would show
what higher education leads to. When a man lost faith in
God any crime was possible" (225). That Winther was
familiar with this kind of language is clear when examining
the correspondence of members of the United Danish
Evangelical Lutheran Church. Indeed, some of the
correspondence of Peter Petersen Tho reby, the pastor whom
Winther knew at Bethesda Lutheran Church, survives in the
Hansen-Mengers Collection at Dana College. Thorebyts son,
in desparate financial straits, stole money, was caught and
was sentenced to five years in the Washington State
Penitentiary. Since Pastor Thoreby had retired in Denmark
after World War I, Dr. C. C. Mengers, a friend of the family,
offered to help, but only if the son had repented and would
strive to live a righteous life. Writing to Pastor Thoreby's
son, Pastor Mengers uses a language that echoes that of J0m
Thorvild's and gnQwith which Winther wdearly familiar.
You don't seem to acknowledge that you have sined
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against God, that you have no understanding of that
your sin must be acknowledge before him, be confessed, regretted, and that you need to be paroled,
pardoned by God and therefore tru praer ask God for
merce for Christ sake, and that not only for this, or any
other sinole sin done, but for al your sins, and because
you, like the rest of us, is in yourself, before the holly
God, a condemned sinner for time and eternaty, if he
will not, for Christ sake, pardon and forgive you all
[your sins]. But this he will, for Jesus died not only
for my sins, but for the sins of the whole world, and the
blood of Jesus Christ the son of God cleanses us from
all sins. . . You said, you will go back to your family,
and make good. And make good, this dear Peter, you
cannot in your own power, it will be · impossible for
you, but you can if you will commit your self and your
ways and family and all to the Lord (Mengers 34a).
It is this kind of language that J0rn Thorvild uses with the
Bailey's and with their neighbors, who are Danish immigrant
farmers. It is this kind of language that he would have used
with Forrest had he been able to speak with him while he was
being held in jail. It is this vision of life and death that
Winther rejected as a young student at the University of
Oregon . .
Beyond the Garden Gate anticipates the arguments
Winther was . to make in his last essay, "The Emigrant
Theme." It suggests something of the lessons he learned as a
young man whether attending services at Bethesda Lutheran
Church or classes at the University of Oregon. The narrow
religious world of J0rn Thorvild and the confining spiritual
vision Winther found in the United Danish Evangelical
Lutheran Church are rejected. The freedom of the individual
to make moral choices and "to create meaning out of the
chaos of life" is affirmed. The immigrant breaks out of the
restricting institution of immigrant church through the
opportunity for further education, and for Winther, it is
only education and a "rational attitude" that can provide
some solace and inspire some dignity as the individual
confronts the final, unfathomable mystery, death.
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1 Winther shared this observation with Norman Bansen during one of.
their many meetings. Bansen in turn shared this with me in an interview
on April 4, 1994.
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Mary Dilberg's Memories
edited by CHARLES AND EDELBERG
INTRODUCTION
Mary Jensen Dilberg wrote the following account, in
English, in 1972. She was born in Aarhus, Denmark, on
November 4, 1891, sent out to earn her own living at age 12
and journeyed to America by herself in 1911 where she
spent time in Red Lodge, Montana, Ord, Nebraska, and
finally settled in Bothell, Washington, near Seattle, where
she spent most of her adult life except for a four year return
to Nebraska from 1919 to 1923.
She married John Dilberg (Dilbjerg) on May 10, 1913 in
Seattle. He was born in Aarhus on February 16, 1887 and
came to America in 1906.
Mary's daughter, Kathryn Norman Saas, of Arlington,
Washington, provided this information on her parents and
her mother's original 38 hand written pages of memories. It
has been edited by Charles and Edel Berg of Enumclaw,
Washington, making only those changes necessary to make
it more readable and still retain the original flavor of her
writing.
Charles H. Berg
Memories
Looking back over the years, it seems like a long time,
and yet it seems like it was yesterday or last year.

When I was 12 1/2 years old my folks decided I was old
enough to go out and earn my own living. So a farmer's
wife, who had a hard time keeping any help, called on the
folks, and I think Aunt Julie had a hand in the deal. Mrs.
Jensen was not a person who believed in showing any love
for the people who worked for her, but how was I to know.
My folks just felt it was one less mouth to feed. My compensation was board and room and some clothes. By the year's
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end I had one dress and poor food.
The lady owned a couple hundred chickens. The farm
was a good sized farm as farms go in Denmark. I soon found
out I had to get up early to clean the henhouse. I had to chase
the chickens into the laying room while I swept the floor. I
cleaned the ashes out of the heating stoves so I could use the
ashes to scatter on the floor of the hen house. Once a week,
when I had a day off from school, I had to clean the nests.
During the summer, 2 to 3 times, I had to carry the roosting
poles down to the pond and scrub them and the sawhorselike stands. The poles were made of 2 x 2s and were 10 feet
long. In the summer time I went to school 3 days a week
from 7:00 in the morning to 12:00 noon; in winter, 5 days
from 8:00 to 3:00. I walked 3 miles back and forth.
Coming home from school I was not to drag my feet. If I
was slow, a good scolding was dished out.
I had to go to confirmation class. Those whose 14th
birthday fell between May and November went during the
summer - those with a birthday between November and
May went during the winter. Since mine was November 4th,
I had to petition the King of Denmark for permission to go
during the summer before I was 14. My grades were good so
I went at 13 1/2 years old. I didn't have to go during the
winter, so at 14 I was supposed to earn money -125 Kroner
payable 1st of May and 1st of November. When my first pay
was due, 75 Kroner, my Dad was on hand to collect. I got
nothing.
During the following summer, besides cleaning the
chicken house, I had to weed mangels, a beet like root for the
cow's feed. There were two hired hands besides me; we
weeded some 30 acres of mangel fields 3 times. In the harvest
which started in August, we stacked grain bundles to dry
and later haul into the grain houses. We also chopped wood
for the winter. In October we pulled mangels, cut off the
tops, and hauled them into a pit. Some of them weighed up
to 10 pounds. We sometimes froze our hands until they were
numbe with cold. During winter I always deaned the hen
house and swept the stable, helped thresh the grain, and
polished the stoves. Many were the days we worked in the
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fields until we didn't have light to see.
My mother had died during August the second summer I
was at the farm. My dad got a housekeeper. The rest of my
sisters had to leave home. We were not wanted. My brother
stayed as he could help the old man with his chores. My dad
was herdsman for a large farm. This housekeeper wanted
more than the hold man could supply, so his hand was
always out-stretched on my paydays. And always the
henhouse had to be cleaned.
If we ever tasted a chicken dinner, it was when the
chicken was too old to lay eggs. I didn't learn much housekeeping.
Late in September of 1907 we were promised a day off to
go to the fair. It was a Sunday but we had to finish hauling
the grain into the barn first. Mrs. Jensen gave me the job of
boiling a big kettle of potatoes, most hardly bigger than
walnuts. I had the potatoes boiled but didn't have them
peeled. A half bushel of potatoes doesn't peel very fast. The
men came in to lunch but I couldn't eat lunch. I couldn't go
to the fair before I was done peeling the potatoes. It was 2:00
before I was finished and too late to catch the train for the
fair.
I had the choice of eating the cold pudding which she had
made of skim milk and potato starch (no eggs - she had to
sell them) - no flavor, or go and see my Grandmother. I
knew what the pudding tasted like, so decided on a visit to
Grandma, walking the five miles to her home. I told
Grandma what had happened so she filled up the empty spot
with something to eat. I also said I would like to find another
place to work by the 1st of November. The good jobs were
always taken by the 1st of October.
Grandma had a place in mind for a different job but
when we went to see about it, we were too late. My dad lived
next door to Grandma and she informed him that I wanted a
new place to work. He had seen an ad in the paper about
someone who needed a girl. He knew the family; he called on
them and I got the job. My father did a lot of winter work for
them. These folks had been in America for 13 years and Mr.
Clemens had s_p_ent
4 years in the Klondike Gold Rush while
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Mrs. Clemens stayed in the Seattle-Renton area. They had
made a trip home to visit their old folks in 1899. His father
begged them to stay home while they (the old folks) lived.
This they did and bought a farm. They stayed home for 12
years and before I came to work for them the old folks had
passed on. I was glad for a new job. I knew the people were
reasonable to work for. When I told Mrs. Jensen that I was
leaving, she got so angry she pushed me in a corner and beat
me up and said I'd never get any place. I said I could stick it
out till the 1st of November. I was a little brave when I said
it; I had a feeling the new place would be better.
I would be 16 years old and get 150 Kroner for the year
but my old man was always around to collect my money, so
I had nothing when I moved. I was to milk 12 cows, some of
them 3 times a day. I also helped in the house, hauled the
milk 3 blocks to a pick-up station, and hauled the cans of
skim and when after it was returned from the creamery; four
80 pound milk pails. But I did it cheerfully. I had good food,
a warm place to sleep, even if it was a straw mattress and
featherbed for cover. Sometimes a mouse would find its way
into the straw so a cheese trap was set on the floor. We had
brick buildings so mice had to come through the floor.
I always had to be ready after lunch to go with the hired
man to the fields - pitching hay, weeding mangels, tying
grain bundles during harvest, and taking up mangels in the
fall. We were at least given food for the job; the folks were
nice.
In free time, during winter, I learned to knit and crochet.
I even went to art school once a week.
When I was 18 years old my dad was told he would get no
more money. In those days, the law allowed parents take the
money up to a child's 18th year. The next year and a half I
took care of my teeth, got a few new clothes, and I began to
feel like other people. I could keep my long hair clean by
keeping it braided around my head.
Late in December of 1910, Mr. and Mrs. Clemens decided
they wanted to go back to America. The farm would be sold
and I would have to find another place. A sale was to be held
the 1st of Februa!Y. I didn't receive any pay the 1st of
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November; I figured I would get it when they sold, but I
found out they were going bankrupt. They helped me find
another place. It was not to my liking but it was take it or
not have any place to go. I should have been told my pay
would come later.
Mr. Clemens left by Tramp steamer for New York. In
those days, you could work your way. I don't know how to
get to Fargo, North Dakota, where they had relatives. Mrs.
Clemens and the two children stayed behind until Mr.
Clemens could send for them, and by May they left on the
passenger boat to New York. Before leaving she asked me if I
would come over to them. I liked her very much and knew I
would miss them. The spring and summer went fast. As
always I was working in the fields and milking 12-15 cows by
hand - up early at 4:30 a.m., and working late nights.
Toward the end of October I received a letter from them
from Red Lodge, Montana. Mr. Clemens was working in the
coal mines. They wanted to know if I would come if they
sent me a ticket. There was a job for me. I wrote back, sure.
Now I should have considered my three sisters and brother,
but they had at least a home with people who wanted them.
They had good homes, some better than others. Our Grandmother had died during the past summer.
The ticket came the middle part of November but I had to
have 100 dollars in cash. With what I was paid on the 1st day
of November I still needed more. Then I quit the job I had. I
looked in the newspaper and found a place in a big hotel
doing anything, even being a cook's helper. There I made the
balance of the 100 dollars and enough more to get a new
dress and shoes. I made more money in six weeks than I had
all the rest of the year. I had told them that I would be there
only until I could make arrangements to go to the U.S.A.,
get the health shots, and passage taken care of. It was a large
hotel and the chambermaids, waitresses, yes even the boss
and his wife came to the train to see me off. After a seven
hour trip to Copenhagen, I took a taxi to the ship; it was a
big ship - about a thousand passengers.
We sailed out of Copenhagen the 7th of November, 1911,
in _<:oJdand wintjy weather. The next morning we stopped in
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Oslo to pick up passengers and freight. Since we were to stop
there all day, we were told that if we wanted to go ashore
and see the city, we could do so. Two other girls and I
decided to do that. We had boots on and went down the
gang plank to the street and walked to the King's Palace
which we wanted to see. We didn't intend to buy anything,
so we were to be smart and leave our ticket, purse, and
money in the cabin. There were six of us sharing a cabin.
There were bunk beds, so we put our belongings under the
bed clothes. After reaching the Palace, we turned around to
go back; we walked in better than a foot of water-filled
snow. The day was slipping. We didn't know where we were
and hadn't had anything to eat since breakfast. We tried to
find the waterfront, which we did, and followed it to the
ship. Reaching there, a watchman posted at the bottom of
the gangplank asked for our ticket, but our ticket was in the
cabin in our purse. Well, "What proof do you have that you
got on in Copenhagen?" Yes, we weren't so smart after all
and in a pickle. Just then a guy came running down the
gangplank and he identified us; he was the waiter or steward
at our table.
The ship left late that night, and the next day we stopped
out in the channel off Kristiania (Oslo) where they stopped
to pick up some fruit and a lot of fish - halibut I think it
was; it seemed like we were to eat a lot fish. Small boats
gathered down on the water and you could buy trinkets,
candy, anything. So we were given fishpoles by a guy who
scampered up on a rope ladder and was the salesman. He left
the same way when the ship pulled anchor.
Then out on the North Sea it started to storm. By the
time we reached the coast of Scotland, the ship was turning
from side to side, picking up water and spilling it as it turned
on the other side. The waves were mountain high; the ship
tossed and churned.
We were restricted to our cabins and dining area. In those
days the tourist class had not such a swank dining room as
now-a-days. Our dining room consisted of picnic-like tables
and benches; we had to sit down and hold our plates or else
they would slide down the table and break against the side of
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the ship. The menu for the day was pea soup, sausage, and
bread and butter so we made our own sandwiches; put a
chunk of sausage on the bread and balanced the soup plates
the best we could. Sometimes we got a spoonful, sometimes
it left the spoon and went on down the table. At one table,
the steward who had charge of the soup kettle, a size about
like one we use for canning, lost his hold and the pea soup
rolled down the table into a gutter provided for the run-off
when water came down into the hold.
When we reached what was a distance east of
Newfoundland, we anchored there for three days. We could
peek through the windows and see lots of life boats sailing by
in the waves. The ships in those days had something like old
time phonograph horns for airvents on top deck. When they
picked up water, it spilled down inside, hence the gutter for
run-off. Between the two dining rooms was a hold where
they loaded and unloaded freight. At the end of this hold
was a passage way and a table. By the table was an opening
where anyone who wanted beer could buy a mug full and sit
at the. table to drink it. Two young fellows were thus
enjoying a sip with eyes toward the ceiling. A big wave came
through this horn, soaking the two guys and spilling water
down a long passage hall. Some of us who were standing
trying to hold onto something, slipped in several inches of
water. I skidded down the passage way about 50 feet against
another hold and my new suit wasn't a suit anymore; the
skirt was torn clear across the middle.
But we finally made it to New York on the 19th day of
December in dark damp weather with mixed snow and rain.
It was cold as we waited in a great big dock for unloading
baggage and custom inspection. We were given a card to put
on our coats to show where we were going. Then we got on a
smaller boat to take us to the immigration station on Ellis
Island. We went in through one door, up a stairway for the
health inspection, then up before a judge where we had to
show what money we had. There I saw the biggest American
Flag I have ever seen. Then I really cried, asked myself why
was I here. Then we were moved along into another boat
and then to some railroad station. (Oh yes, past the Liberty
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Statue.) We were put into corrals like sheep where we waited
for trains.
What were we to eat - we had had nothing since breakfast and by this time it was 4:oo o'clock. (I forgot to say we
had docked at about 11:00 o'clock in the morning at
Hoboken, New Jersey.) A guy came around to us and said
we ought to have some kind of food. He had some salami,
gingerale, and bread. I bought some, thinking it would keep
the wolf away but saved it until we were on the train.
The train left for Chicago about 6:00 o'clock. Of the
1,000 passengers, only sixty of us were bound for Chicago.
Where the rest went I don't know - many stayed in New
York. In Chicago we were again to change to other trains.
Another girl and I sort of stayed together - she was to
change trains in Omaha.
The salami and gingerale was inspected and sampled, but
oh, such stuff. It was awful. Some of us sent a telegram home
to tell them we had arrived safe in New York, and I sent one
to Red Lodge, Montana, but in time I found out it was never
delivered.
In Chicago most of us separated and each took a different
direction. Two other girls and I stayed together. One of them
was going to Billings and one to Omaha. I had figured on
keeping company with the one going to Billings since that
was where I changed trains to Red Lodge. Her ticket was
over the Northern Pacific line - the other girl and I had
tickets on the Burlington and she left the train at Omaha; so I
was alone from there to Billings, Montana. ·
Coming into Billings early in the evening on the 23rd of
December, I was told that only one train a day left for Red
Lodge. The Rocky Mountains looked awfully big covered
with snow. I wondered how we were ever going over them
since I had seen mostly flat country; they looked so cold.
The train chugged and pulled and I was getting hungrier by
the hour. At Billings I did get a bite; only what I could point
at.
It was a long night of sitting in a chair and trying to sleep.
It was awfully cold outside but the time came to leave on the
train. Made the sixty miles to Red Lodge by noon and the
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folks were there to meet me. The house they lived in was up
on a hill and the trail led up to it through 10 feet of snow on
the ground. So at last I was in the home of folks I knew. The
children, Millie and Kenneth were especially glad - we had
had many nice hours together. Mrs. Clemens was at least the
nicest one I had known since my grandmother died. We sat
down to a good hot meal and it sure tasted good. I was somewhat relieved to be at trail' s end and with someone I knew.
I was supposed to start work the day after Christmas,
but as we were eating our dinner, a telephone call came,
could I come down tomorrow and help with Christmas
dinner since they would have guests. After a night's sleep, I
went down to meet the Andersen family and the 10 kids. All
of them spoke good Danish so I had no problem in that line.
Mr. Andersen was sort of related to the Clemens family.
He was Superintendent of two big coal mines there and the
family lived in a big 10 room house. Mrs. Andersen was an
aristocratic lady. She didn't believe in feeding her family - a
15 cent round steak would have to go around the table. All
dishes were set in front of her and she dished up. Most were
lucky if a one inch piece of meat reached them. Mine was
always last and I had to put it in the warming part of the stove
till they finished and if 1 didn't keep a hawk eye on the plate,
the kids would swipe it. Mr. Andersen wasn't such a
tightwad. He filled up in a restaurant and sometimes he
handed the children money to fill up on.
I found out that of the hired girls that came to work, some
came in the morning and left at night; none stayed more
than 2 days. I could not do that. I had hoped my ticket was
paid for by the people I came to because they owed me a
year's wages. I should have received that from their auction
at home, but nobody told me, so I had to work for seven
months to pay for the ticket. In the next few months it was
cooking, dishwashing, cleaning (no laundry). My spirit and
tears fell. It was hard work and not enough to eat. It was
from the frypan into the fire. Spring arrived but still lots of
snow.
There was a large Indian Reservation near Red Lodge.
When the Indians came to town, they went in to all the stores
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and stole what they could lay their hands on, especially
hardware. There were sometimes as many as 150 young and
old and on their way back to the reservation they would stop
and look in the windows and give big war whoops and try to
open the doors. They were especailly nosy in the big homes.
It was kind of scary until they went on.
Mrs. Andersen decided to take a trip to Seattle, their
former home. The day after she left, one of the boys came
down with scarlet fever. Mr. Andersen hustled the rest off to
a hotel and had a nurse come in and take care of the boy.
The quarantine lasted till the middle of May. There was still
3 feet of snow on the level on the first of May.
Mr. Andersen had booked passage on the Titanic to go
back home and visit his old mother in Denmark. When on
the 12th day of April the words came that the Titanic had
sunk, he gave up the trip.
The quarantine lasted till the middle of May when Mrs.
Andersen came back from Seattle. We, the three of us, had
to take disinfecting baths and clean clothes and leave the
house. I spent the night with the Clemens and had to go back
to the Andersen home next morning and open doors and
windows after fumigation.
Finally July came and I felt free to seek another job and
found one right away. Winter came again first of September.
I started to save a little and decided to go back home again,
at least out of Red Lodge. Last part of November I sent a
letter to the girl I had traveled together with to Omaha. I
knew she would be in a Danish settlement. I asked if she
would help me find a place where I may come and stay till I
found a job. I figured I was that much nearer Denmark. She
had relatives in Ord, Nebraska, and that was where she was
staying. She sent a letter right back and said that an old
couple would like to have a girl and I could stay there till the
new year. They were going to have a close-out sale and
move to Minnesota onto a smaller place.
In the middle of December, I had another payday, 20
dollars. That gave me enough to buy a ticket to Ord,
Nebraska. I took leave of my job and was happy I could go
where I could talk to people, although I had learned some
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English. At least I could go in and ask for food. Three days
on the train brought me to Ord, Nebraska, and the old folks
met me and took me to their home. The weather was not
much warmer than it was in Montana. The weather was
warm and comfy. We sat around Christmas eve and enjoyed
coffee and talking wildly of the old country. Christmas was
so different from home. At home we had to have all our
work done by 6 o'clock in the evening; from then on for two
days, no work except that which was needed. You wouldn't
find a soul on the street.
As we were talking, in walked three young fellows and to
my surprise, I knew two of them very well. They were from
the same neighbor town as I was, what a surprise. I knew of
their parents and others of their families and as we were
talking, up comes the question if any of us knew where John
was. No I didn't. John had come to Ord, Nebraska, in 1906
and had worked on the same farm as we now were visiting.
He and another fellow, a brother to one of the fellows now in
our company, had been sent out on a trip to the west coast to
take care of a couple of carloads of cattle being sent to a
Seattle slaughter house. It was winter in Nebraska when they
left and I later learned that when they reached the west coast,
they got out of the train on a stop in Portland and seeing the
green grass, fell in love with it, and nobody heard from them
in almost three years.
I knew John very well, but since I was nearly five years
younger, I was not in his group. Another girl, who worked
together with me on the first farm where I started, kept his
company. They were both 19 years.
John left Denmark in June of 1906 and stayed in Ord until
he left for Seattle. John was not the kind that sent any letters,
in fact he hated to write letters. Therefore, nobody knew
where he was, so it seems. The old folks whom we were
visiting had a daughter Karen. She had a crush on John when
he stayed in Ord. She did not tell us she knew where he was,
but she had written a letter to him. He was then employed at
the Donneybrook Farm near Bothell. She was telling him
that I was at her folks house and that I was going to stay till
the folks had a sale. Karen was now married and had a baby
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so she was not interested anymore.
In less than a week a letter came from John to Karen
asking her to ask me if I would write him telling if I knew
how his folks were at home. He hadn't heard in two years. I
knew his father and stepmother; they were neighbors to my
uncle and aunt. I hadn't talked to them, but I had gone over
to say good-by to my aunt before I left. John's brother and
sister were working on a farm next to the one I was working
on so I didn't see them, but I knew they were fine. Anyway, I
wrote the letter and that started a correspondence between
us.
The old folks I had stayed with had their close-out sale
and departed for Minnesota. I found work in a restaurant in
the town, where I worked from 7:00 in the morning till 10:00
at night for 20 dollars a month washing dishes. I had a room
5 blocks from where I worked and in zero weather it was no
fun to hurry there to a cold room. The lady who owned the
restaurant paid for the room.
The owner of the house, where the room was, made his
living catching skunks. It was almost impossible to stand it
and I mentioned it in one of my letters to John. Also that I
wanted to go back home more than anything. There again I
had to earn the money. I said I didn't think I had made such a
good choice. In the next letter that came from John, he said I
should come out there; things were much better. Girls were
making more money doing housework and the climate was
wonderful too. Well, Nebraska was as cold as Montana. It
seemed I had come out of the frying pan into the fire. I
thought about it a few days, but I sent a letter back that it
would take me 2 months to earn enough to pay for the fare
to Seattle and 5 months to earn enough to go back home. I
said, I'll see. In a week or so aJetter came from John with a
railroad ticket to Seattle enclosed. He said, "You come and
I'll have a job for you when you come." God, I didn't know
what to do. Then I thought, what do I have to lose. I could
still go home if I didn't like it.
Now it was into the middle of February, 1913. I left Ord
in a blizzard, and cold getting on the train. I was kind of glad
to go. Not knowing what the fuhire held, I had upside down
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feelings. I wanted to go back home to my sisters. What
would I do all alone - really no home anywhere. Sitting in
the train looking out at the snow covered landscape,
changing trains in Grand Island, into Denver looking at the
cold Rocky Mountains, not much money, I had bought one
nice dress, I sure had misgivings. Into Salt Lake City I really
cried. It looked so cold and lonesome.
A middle aged man sitting across from me asked if I
would join him in having dinner in the dining car. I guess he
thought I looked starved. I had enough money to buy a cup
of coffee and a sandwich; was not exactly used to going to a
dining place and ask for what to eat. I said thank you and
accepted the invitation. He was a nice gentlemen.
Coming into Portland looked much better; although it
was raining, it was mild weather. It began to look more like
something I could like. A four hour stop in Portland afforded me a chance to clean up a little and change into other
clothes. It was mid afternoon when we arrived in Seattle .
Going up the stairs to the waiting room, there was John
coming toward me - the same John I knew from home. He
looked a little older but as handsome as I remembered from
home. After a cup of coffee, we took a train back to Bothell.
In those days there was no road to Seattle from Bothell, so it
was either a train or a little boat of Leschi Park. It was
nearly dark when we came to Bothell. We went directly to
the job he had said he had for me at the Charles Beardslee
house. Mollie had 5 teachers boarding at her house and the
twins 8-9 months old. There was another girl working there .
What I had to do was help clean house.
After introduction to the family, John left and promised
to come and take me to a show on Saturday night . The
weather was beautiful for that time of year. Mollie was fun
to work for and so different from what I was used to. John
kept his promise and we went to a show. The show house
was in one small room with picnic-like benches with a slat
back to sit on. The show house was located on a slight hill
near the end of the Walters Building, and the owner was
George Ericksen.
Then on Sundays we would take walks on the North
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Creek Road out to Donneybrook Farm and back; sometimes
on the boat to Seattle; once out to Point Defiance Park in
Tacoma. John used to like Tacoma where he spent much
time working, driving a team of horses.
It didn't take long before people found out that a girl
from Denmark was in town. Mrs. Ericksen (mother
Ericksen) and Mrs. Ray, who was Danish, came to me and
wanted to talk, especially in Danish. Mrs. Ericksen in Norwegian which I understood. The funniest thing was that Mrs.
Ray was from almost the same place I was. I knew the place
very well. Mrs. Ray used to tell me that the place where she
came from, or her home, was a large farm, a "Herregaard".
In other words, the man that owned it didn't have to work he could hire all the help he needed. I didn't tell her that the
owner of the estate was a brother to the farmer where I was
when I first started to earn my own living and that Mrs.
Ray's father was just a foreman on the place.
,
Mrs. Ray had a daughter Mildred who, when she was
seventeen years old, had made a pair of socks to send to the
soldiers during the First World War. She had put her name in
the socks, thereby later became Mrs. Carl Carver.
It was sort of a good feeling I could talk to some one; at
the same time I began to pick up enough English so I could go
to the store and ask for things. I always enjoyed going to old
Ericksen's store - clomp, tromp, down the wooden
sidewalk. The Ericksen family lived above the store and later
that year they built the new house where the Safeway store is
now.
The house cleaning was nearing the end and I began to
wonder where next, when Mollie asked me to stay on and
Agnes could leave. But I didn't think that was right. I
promised to stay another week and try to get some work in
Seattle. During this time, John had decided to go to
Ketchican, Alaska where a building boom was supposed to
be going on. He wanted to try, so he left. He asked me before
leaving, if he found worthwhile work up there, would I come
up. Well yes (maybe). I had decided to go to Seattle and stay
with a Norwegian woman John had known for a long time.
She had an apartment and I could find a better job. There
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was not much promise in Bothell.
After a week or so, I went to Seattle looking for work
and until I found something, I helped the landlady, Mrs.
Weeks, with her chores for my room. I wasn't in too much of
a hurry to find anything - I wanted to see what I heard from
John. In a little more than two weeks, I was down in Mrs.
Weeks' kitchen having lunch. She was a Norwegian lady and
it was nice to listen to her; she was the motherly type . To our
surprise someone knocked on the door - John had come
back. Not much doing in Alaska but he said a contractor
wanted to have him come and work for him on a large
building on the waterfront. Since I had not found any
particularly good job, I kept on seeking and helping the
landlady.
John found an apartment not far from mine. We started
to go out again more and more. It was now the first of May
and once he said, since neither of us had any home, why not
get married; well why not. We were no kids - I was 211/2
years old and he past 26. On the 10th day of May, 1913, we
went and bought a license and were married by a minister
living only a little ways from there. John's employer was his
witness, the minister's wife mine. After this we went down
town and had dinner. We had rented a larger apartment
from Mrs. Weeks on a lower floor and at 3 o'clock in the
afternoon John changed his clothes and went to work and
didn't come back till nearly 11 o'clock that night and we
started housekeeping.
Around about the first of July the building was done and
again job hunting. The next day he found one in the paper.
An attorney in Seattle had some land in Woodinville, across
from Gold Creek Park. This land was to be cleared. He had
two hired men on the place; John was to drive a team of
horses. They hauled the logs on skid roads and I was to do
the cooking for the four of us. A small log house was both
kitchen and dining room, a pair of bunks in one corner was
sleeping space for the two men. John and I were to sleep in a
tent which had a wood floor with wood sides up from the
floor about 2 feet. It was not bad as long as dry weather was
around but when it started to rain it was wet; and cooking
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on a little stove, poking 6 inch wood in to burn, an oven
hardly bigger than 2 feet square, I began to dread the winter
sleeping in a tent.
One day he had gone to Bothell for some supplies where
he met a guy he knew from Donneybrook and there was an
opening there for a teamster. John grabbed it and I went to
work for Rachele Kenner at the old Bothell Hotel till we
found some place. It was now November and Mrs. Kenner
had plenty of work to do. At that time she had some 70
boarders that were employed on the building, and paving
with bricks, of the highway to Ravenna Boulevard which at
that time was the Seattle city limit. John stayed at Donneybrook.
During the early part of December we found a small
house out on the Everett highway near North Creek. John
had to go in to Mr. Peabody, who owned Donneybrook,
and get some permit to haul something to the farm. I went
along - we bought some household things for ourselves and
brought it out on the little boat "The City of Bothell" and
had it hauled to the house. We stayed there only 3 months.
John found a place near the Canyon Park owned by a
Mrs. Griffin; we could have the place rent free for taking
care of a horse, a cow or two, some chickens and a large
orchard, but there was no road in from one side and only a
trail toward Canyon Park on the other side. The log house
was two stories, but we shut out the upstairs and only lived
down stairs, and there on the 22nd of April our daughter
Ellen was born. Unable to get help, the doctor had to walk a
mile to get there just at the last minute. It was some ordeal,
only a few baby clothes and a home made bed. We planted
potatoes in the orchard and they did good. We had milk.
The skunks found our eggs. We stayed there a year; it was a
lonesome place. We told Mrs. Griffin she would have to find
someone else to look after the place.
In late May, 1915 we moved to a small house closer to
town. The building program at Donneybrook slacked off.
John started clearing land, mostly the dynamite blasting, and
odds and ends during the summer and in good weather
during winter. In February of 1916 we had lots of snow; on
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the 8th of February we had three feet of snow on the level. It
was a hard winter. Sometimes it was hard to keep the house
warm - it didn't have an outside wall in the kitchen.
During the spring of 1916 they started on the highway
from Bothell to Everett and John started work there helping
paving and during the following winter they put in all the log
railings along the highway. John was the kind, no matter
how little we earned, a dollar had to be put away for a rainy
day.
On the 23rd of May, 1916, Kathryn joined our family.
Now there were four of us, but John had good work from
then on. When there was no more highway work he started
in the shingle mill at Wayne, and four dollars a day was big
money to us. By another year we had saved enough to buy a
2 1/2 acre tract where we built our own house of three
rooms. We helped each other to dig the well and get a pump
to bring water into the house. We had lots more room.
The land was near, or south of, the Hansen place across
from what is now Canyon Park Road. We had a tall dead
tree, so we had someone saw it down, right back of the
house, not much more than ten feet from the back door. We
sawed a slab of it off which measured 10 feet in diameter. It
took John almost a day to saw off one slab and each day I
would split enough wood for one week. Later on we got a
machine saw; it was so different from what they use today. I
always had the wood split and in the house and dinner ready
when John came home. He even got so rich he bought a
bicycle to go to work, and we bought a cow for milk.
The last part of September, 1918, Esther came to stay
with us. On the 11th day of November I was out hanging up
washing when the noisiest parade came down the highway
with washtubs, tin cans dragging behind old cars. The war
had ended and it was Armistice. How good it was to know
it, and what a beautiful day. Late in December of that year
the Spanish flu hit us; John first. I remember John went to
call at the Stickney home but no luck. We made up a good
hot drink of hot water and whiskey. Ellen and I were so sick
we passed out. John was on the better side - he made me
drink the stuff, but it saved us. Little Esther was only two
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months old. We fed Ellen a lot of aspirin and Kathryn never
got it. It was Christmas but all of us were too sick to even
think of it. New Year came and we all began to get better.
Things went better and we had saved some money during
the year. In October and November our friends in Ord,
Nebraska, kept writing us about how good they were doing
on the farm. Grain prices went as high as $1. 95 a bushel,
cattle and hogs were high. John started to hanker for a farm;
we could be back there and lease a good farm of 160 acres
close by. John wanted to sell our house and go back there
and be his own landlord. I didn't like it. I knew what it was
like, but who was I to stand in his way. We sold our home
for cash and we had some money in the bank. It was again a
cold winter back there and almost Christmas again when we
arrived. We stayed with friends while we bought furniture
and such; and John bought machinery, 5 horses and 10 cows.
It took all the money we had and we borrowed as much
again to get started.
It was a fairly new house - we had lots of room and we
settled down. The lease was $250 a year and one-third of the
crop. The first day of April, 1920, a bad thunder storm hit in
the evening and we woke up to a three day blizzard. Spring
came late. As soon as John could, he plowed 70 acres for
com and disked 30 acres for oats. The rest was in alfalfa and
wild hay. Besides the chores of milking and feeding calves, I
started setting hens in the basement - as many as 20 hens at
a time. I had over 200 chicks of various sizes running
around.
The oats and com came up and all looked good. Then
one afternoon a thunder storm came up, followed by hail as
big as pullet eggs. Afterward you couldn't find even a piece
of straw in the oat field. The chickens ran for shelter under
wagons, haystacks, anywhere. And yet the hail killed many
half grown chickens. The rest of the crop survived.
The rest of the summer went by haying. Each of us drove
a team of horses when we cut alfalfa. I would sit the children
in the nearest shade around, in half a haystack or fix a shade.
When the alfalfa was dry, pitch into a wagon, then stack
it. In between it was weeding the wild sunflower out of the
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cornfield, home milking the cows. On Saturday I'd stay
home, bake bread, wash, clean house, while John went to
town with the cream and eggs, and sometimes a dozen
chickens to the market.
By November when we were ready to husk the com, the
prices had dropped to 25 cents a bushel compared to $1.95 a
bushel when we started. We had a good stand of com. A
farmer offered us 45 cents a bushel and would pick the com .
"Oh no," John said, '1've got to have more than that." We had the
yellow com, most farmers had the white. The yellow com is
better for fattening cattle. We ended up by picking our own
com . The first day we had a snow blizzard. I wrapped the
kids up in blankets, sat them on a seat in one end of the
wagon. WhenJunch time came, I would make lunch while
John unloaded the com, and then out again. We woud do
good to husk a hundred bushels a day. Then back home,
milk ten cows while John tended the other animals; and so
the time went .
Most of the days were cold but we also had a few nice
days. We had to deliver one third of the com to the landlord
and sell our spring calves to raise the $250.00 for the lease.
What brought us our food was the cream check and the eggs.
We sold a few loads of com to pay the interest in the bank
and pay for feed.
We went into another spring, plowing and planting. We
planted potatoes and garden. When the potatoes were up
and in bloom, the potato bug would strip them and eat them
clear to the dirt. The spray we had, never seemed to do any
good. We didn't have any way to irrigate so in droughts it
never did us any good. Thunder storms hit almost every
week and always t·he hail. The second summer we lost part
of the cornfield, and lightning sometimes set fire to a
haystack out in the field. We built a storm cellar where we
put a lot of dry straw on the floor and when these storms
came we would pick up the children and dash for the shelter.
One evening, the sky was clear when we went to bed but we
woke up two hours later when lightning struck close by.
Before we could get up, another struck the house. It split tlte
one side of the house near the bedroom, tore a big hole in the
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roof. There was soot all over the dining room floor - it had
cleaned out the chimney. We got out of the house and
outside just as a cloudburst hit and put the fire out on the
roof. The hail came too. This was the 2nd of July; on the 4th
we went down in the dry creek that all the water runs into,
and around the bend the hail would gather. We filled a couple
pails with hail, took them home and washed them in clean
water and we made ice cream for the 4th of July.
We had to sleep in the granary while the house was being
repaired. If those storms hit during the day, we had to round
up the chickens. They would not go in until it started to rain
and hail. Those I couldn't get in, I picked up after the storm
was over. Some looked drowned and dead. I brought them
in, warmed up the oven, put a layer of paper in the oven and
put the chickens in to warm. I saved many that way. The
cattle we had to chase in the barn or else they would gather
by the barbed wire fence. If lightning struck they would be
dead ducks. The winters were just as bad. In a snowstorm,
the animals had to be chased into the barn or they would
freeze to death. In blinding snow we tied a rope to the porch
railing and to the barn door so we could find our way. The
one year was like another, always milk and harvest. The
third winter we husked corn until the middle of January, and
on the 28th of January our daughter Nora was born. The
worst blizzard I ever saw; we couldn't get help as all
telephones were out because of snow and ice. One of the
neighbors came to our aid. We huddled the children in a
room where we had a stove and kept them warm.
By the time the year was half gone I just could not take
anymore. I gave John an ultimatum - "You can stay and
farm all you want to but I am not. Either stop and come with
me, or I am taking the children even if I have to carry one on
each arm and the other hanging on to me. I can't take
anymore. Either sell and salvage what we can and go back to
Washington where at least we can grow a garden and
potatoes to eat. I'll get there somehow." He begged me to
stay and try another year; then if things failed he would go
with me. The 4th summer was like the rest - crop failure,
one thing eating up the other. He gave in.
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Wearranged to have a sale after -the com was~husked.
We disposed of everything except bedding, dishes, what we
could ship. The sale was held and we came out with enough
money to pay off the loan, buy our tickets back to Seattle
and $600 .00.
We left Ord in a freezing 10° below. We had someone
take us to the depot and off we went. I knew John felt bad
over it. We had invested $5,000.00 and after four years hard
work we had just enough to start in the beginning again.
As we were on the train out of Grand Island, Nebraska,
Ellen came down with the mumps. We covered her up the
best we could but six of us on two benches was not exactly
comfortable. We made it back to Seattle and stayed there
until John found us a place to live. He went right up to
Bothell. He found a place we could buy, and a job at the
Ericksen Warehouse. We bought the place out on Ross Road
for $150.00 down and so much a month. We had to wait
three weeks for the papers and for the people who lived there
to move out. We found an ad in the paper for three rooms of
furniture for sale. We moved in there on John's birthday, the
16th of February, 1924. We even added a cow to our household. The day we moved was the most beautiful warm day
so we didn't need to have heat in the house. The house was
not very clean but soap and water and some elbow grease
soon made it livable. As time went by we remodeled the
house, and flowers and a lawn made the place a home. I
loved it.
It was good to be back in Bothell. John always had a job
- at Ericksen's store for three years and in 1928 he joined the
Puget Power crew and was there until he retired in July,
1952. And that's what counted, steady work.
In 1927 Johnnie came to be with us, Joyce in 1930.
Because of all the hard work I had taken part in, we were not
without illness, but we were now where we could take it a
little easy.
In 1942 so many women went to work in the shipyards. I
prayed that I could go there and do something as I would like
to see my people in Denmark, and this I did. I worked for
three years there and made enough for a trip home in 1947.
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Seeing the hardship these people endured under the war and
occupation, it made me glad I lived in the U.S.A. and
especially in Bothell. It always seemed home. It was the
nicest place to be. I have made five trips home, two by ship
a<:ross the Atlantic and three by airplane over the North
Pole. During the last one I visited all the childhood places.
My Grandma's house; the house I was born in still stands it is nearly 500 years old, it didn't look a beautiful place. The
churches where I was baptized and confirmed, one church
over 600 years old and the other one more than 400 years old
yet so beautiful inside and out. You marvel at how they
stand, so long, but they are built of solid rock they call Flintstone.
It's all dear memories.

-70-

My Parents' Lives
by HAZELRASMUSSENMORSE
Scandinavians settled with those of their own kind and
language, being drawn by relatives and friends who had
gone before them, but also through newspapers circulated
among them. Den Danske Pioneer was widely read among
Danes and may well have been the source of information
about the settling of northeastern Montana. Mr. E. F.
Madsen, an immigrant and intellectual who had made a
scouting trip to that area about 1905 urged other Danes to
settle together and establish a Danish colony.
According to my mother's "memoirs" the State of
Montana opened squatter's rights to people in 1906 with the
proviso that they live on the land at least some of the year
for five years. There were regulations as to how much of it
must be put into cultivation, that a house must be built, etc.
My mother, Johanne Mortensen, was one of the homesteaders who arrived there in the early spring of 1908.
My mother came from Iowa where her father, Chris
Mortensen, had joined members of his wife's family who had
arrived there as early as 1880.
My mother had a twin sister as well as another sister
when she came from Denmark to Iowa with her parents.
Shortly after that a son was born but my grandmother died
of typhoid fever a few months later. Grandfather managed
to take care of the twins, Johanne and Kristine, but a kindly
minister and his wife wanted to adopt the other girl. They
were allowed to do so and she grew up not knowing her
family until later in life and was quite resentful of having
been separated from them. The small boy, John, was taken
care of by neighbors until a time when Grandfather was able
to persuade another young woman to come from Denmark
and marry him.
It is easy to im~gi_ne that it would be a painful experience
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to come across the ocean in those days - alone and in the
position of being second choice as a wife, as well as facing
unfamiliar circumstances. My mother, Johanne, loved her
stepmother but she said there were frequent tears and
longing for her family and homeland throughout her life.
My mother writes, "It was a joy to sister Kristine and I
when we got a real home and John was our pet." The family
grew 1'y four more children and the twin girls were needed
for their help so they had to take turns going to school every
other day. Soon they helped out by working for neighbors
and at about age sixteen set out to work in Sioux City in
hopes of better wages. Mother always had many stories to
tell and among them, what "green horns" they had been as
country girls among the rich. They learned fancy cooking
and many other things. She recalled how her employer had
said to be sure to dust the chandelier but Mother didn't want
to ask what it was, so she just kept dusting everything and
much later found out what it was.
But wages were still very low and they became restless
again with yearning to try the West. Perhaps their parents
had fostered the idea as Grandfather certainly was
supportive of it in supplying them with livestock and other
things for homesteading. They arrived at Culbertson,
Montana, on March 17, 1908, on the Great Northern train.
They got acquainted with another Danish family on the train
and there was a man meeting them. He said he was also to
meet two girls named Mortensen so they were pointed out.
My mother writes:
"Mr. Norlem asked us, 'Are you the Mortensen ladies?'
We said we were and that Mr. E. F. Madsen, the postmaster of Dagmar was to meet us. Norlem said that was
true but a big snow storm had come up the past several
days, so Mr. Madsen had sent him a message to meet us.
He helped the Christensens and us to find a sleeping
place six blocks away and we all got beds. We were glad
to have a good visit with the Nels Christensen family as
they had chosen a place to live the summer before and
built a house. They came from Enumclaw, Washington.
He told us how nice the people were in the Dagmar com-72-

munity and almost all Danish.
'We felt lucky to have a room upstairs in a heated
house as it was windy and the snow so deep. We slept
late and had a good breakfast at a restaurant. A good
meal was 50 cents or a big dinner, 75 cents. Kristine and
I also waited for our brother John to arrive on the
freight train. Four days later he came, and were we
happy! It took eight days and nights for him to come to
Culbertson from Moorhead, Iowa. He had a cot bed
and ate on the train part-time.
"John had hay, oats and com for feed for the animals
and he fed them on the freight car. He brought 3 horses,
3 cows, 12 chickens, 2 big pigs that could expect little
ones in a couple of months, and 3 of the nicest puppy
dogs, six months old. Our parents (Christian and Signe)
had sent foods like cured or salted meat, four hams,
bacon, rullep0lse, and also potatoes, apples and a plow,
hay mower as well as household articles.
"So at once now John was more than busy. Mr. E. F.
Madsen came into Culbertson and his wife sent us two
gallons of milk. John got a man to care for our cows and
milk so that he could go home with E. F. Madsen and
bring back a man to help move our load to Dagmar.
"Christensens' daughter Margaret became sick with
fever and measles. I had not been home at the time my
sisters and brothers had the childhood disease so I
caught the measles and became very sick so it was the
27th of April before we left Culbertson. Meanwhile,
John lived at Madsen's home. People were welcome. He
helped milk their cows and other chores.
"The day we left was a beautiful sunshine day and
Kristine and I were so glad. About 20 miles out of town
there was a wagon, big, and loaded like ours. Behind it
was a man, lady and three children in a little buggy with
a single horse, which laid down and wouldn't get up.
We stopped and got acquainted and John asked to see
their section paper. We found out their place would be
joining our section and the man was Jens Brinkman. We
all laughed and were happy. They were from Iowa also.
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"The horse was one Brinkman had bought in town and
it was supposed to be gentle. But it was stubborn, old
and lazy and he had paid $10 for it. They left •it and got
on the wagon. We went only six miles that day and
started early in morning from a farm house where
people stopped to eat dinners and feed their horses. At
4 o'clock in the afternoon we found our spot where the
section number was. The Brinkman home had been
built the summer before and we could see them busy unloading. We had another man with us taking part of the
load and he had taken a short cut but got lost and John
rode back, finding him on a hill, luckily. We paid him
$20 for that day and he went back to the country stop
place for the night as he was living in Culbertson.
"John had planned with E. F. Madsen that we would
come up there for the night. John asked us whether we
wanted to go but told us we had a creek to cross - not
deep but muddy. We could not walk it as it was after 6
o'clock and we felt sorry for our good horses so we began to make plans. John put the two horses in the 8x6
section house and fed and blanketed them. Then he
spaded sod ground three or four feet deep and put some
boards on the bottom with straw on top. We had two
big mattresses and Mother had sent us a feather bed.
Glad we were with pillows and quilts.
"Then we laughed again at how carefree we were as we
hadn't brought bread from town and had only three
slices. Well, we gave the bread to the two little dogs. We
had 100 lbs. of white flour for bread to bake and sugar,
syrup, oatmeal and what not in groceries with us. We
had some candy and it was nearly dark now so we ate
some of that and I took some medicine that the doctor
had said I should take. Kristine said, 'I will sleep to the
wall. Hanna, you in the middle.' John said, 'I must sleep
on the edge with my sweet dogs.' They were named
King and Teddy. We put a few boards and a tent canvas
over the top. We were tired but in good cheer and didri't
worry. John said we must get up early. Kristine said we
should say our prayers and thanks for the day.
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"We didn't hear John get up in the morning until he
came to say, 'Get up girls, breakfast is cooked - hot
buscuits, oatmeal and coffee.' We both got up quickly
and shook ourselves like chickens or a dog from sleep.
We laughed as John had the kitchen stove smoking out
of a pipe and burning a wooden post he had split. The
biscuits were made with slough water, flour, baking
powder and melted butter. John said he didn't know he
could make such good bread and didn't put his hands to
it, just stirred and dropped from a spoon. We ate and
felt. good. He went with the horses and wagon to E.F.
Madsen's to get our house tent l0xl0' that we were to
live in until we got a home built. Brinkman went with
him and got our cows, too. By 1 o'clock the tent was up.
'While they were gone Kristine and I talked of what we
should cook for dinner. We piled some big rocks quite
high. On that we cooked with an iron kettle over a
wood fire. We boiled ham with water from the lake. We
found ducks there and they didn't fly from us. Some
had nests and were sitting but covered the nest with
feathers and acted as though they were lame. Later there
were dozens of ducks of several kinds. We never took
the eggs.
"As we sat on a bench in the sunshine, our neighbor,
Signe Brinkman, came walking our way carrying the
baby and with a little girl and boy walking beside her.
She smiled and thought it funny to think of dinner so
soon and the way we did it. So, of course, the coffee
pot was heated and we had coffee and biscuits, the way
Danish people welcome people. We put beans in the
kettle to cook with the ham. When the men came they
were glad for the noon dinner.
"Signe was the every day mother to Kristine and me as
she was the only married woman in our neighborhood
until later. We visited and helped w~th wo_rk. That was
the joy of life together. If we did not have food or
needed something, we divided with each other. Soon we
both had cows milking and sold butter which we put in
stone jars. Butter was 40 cents a lb. It paid for most of
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the coffee, tea, sugar and other cooking foods. John and
Brinkman both went in their wagons every two or three
weeks to Culbertson, 75 miles.
"John dug a 13' well and Kristine would help bring
some of the dirt up in pails. The soil was sandy but it
had a rock bottom. Only three feet of water would run
in but it filled again every hour or so and was nice and
clear. Our well was rope and wheel - one bucket up
and another down, which we were used to from our
Iowa home.
"We lived in our tent with only one big bed, table,
stove and dish cupboard while we built the sod house.
John learned to cut the blocks, 10"x12" or 15" and turn
the bottom of the sod up, the grass down. The blocks
are staggered and meet each other and grow together as
though it was a brick house. Every day we worked, all
three of us were up early. We were so proud of the barn
and house because it fit perfectly as many people said.
The house was 27' x 30' with boards and tar paper
nailed on outside. The ceiling and walls were plastered
and it never crumbled down. We papered two rooms.
This house stood seven years and was still good. Father
built another home there when he came later.
"One day John had gone to the Dagmar post office and
it was coffee time when Kristine said for me to go ahead to
Brinkman' s while she waited to take the bread out of the
oven. I went, but by the time I got to Signe's I could see
Kristine had gone up in our garden. We watched and
then she waved a towel for help and I ran home. The
reason was that John and Kristine had poisoned the
tops of the blooming potato plants with green powder
and our two big pigs were eating the tops and frothing
at the mouth. Kristine said, 'Johanne, go down in the
cellar and bring up a big pail of milk and they will
think it is feeding time.' I did and called them. They
came running into their pen and we got another pailful.
That went, too - cream and all. So asleep were they in
a few minutes that we went off to Signe's for coffee,
hoping all would be well. When John came home we
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told him of the silly pigs jumping their four-board
pen. Out he went and they were happy as ever, squeeling for more food.
"Those pigs had been like pets and followed us around
when they were smaller. One day John and Kristine
were gone for the day and I had done the chores and
went to the well for water for the house. A pig followed
me and when the water came up, the pig jumped down
the well. He weighed about 30 lbs. I put down a ladder
and he rested his chin on one of the cleats. I talked and
said, "I'll get you soon, Piggy" as those pigs seemed to
understand all we told them.
"It was near being dark and I started walking to Brinkman's but on the way I met Blikken Slader in his buggy
and I told him about my pig and asked him if he could
help me before it drowned. He came home with me and
I got him a rope which he took down to the pig and tied
around his neck. He pulled him up as he climbed up the
ladder. In a few minutes the pig got his breath and we
gave him some milk. Blikken and I were happy. Supper
was ready so he was glad to stay and eat with me.
"The water in our well was good but had quick sand in
it and hard to get settled. Water in most wells made
Eastern horses sick. Father and Mother had ordered us
to make beer for the summer as they always did. We
loved it and it wasn't strong. We got a new 12-gal.
copper boiler and used it only for that. This was my
way: 12 gal. water, 10 cents worth of hops sewn in a
gauze bag, 2 cups of pearl barley sewn in bag also, and
let cook one hour or two. Drain and sweeten with syrup
or sugar to taste. I had 1/2 cake dry yeast mixed in flour
and raised up; stir in all this. Cover ovemite and skim.
Oh, it was good in hot weather!
''This time was the joy of the world to us all. Some
times we went to dances where there were few girls
among many boys or men. There were twelve bachelors
in our neighborhood. Horseback riding was our best
way of going. The Dagmar postmaster gave the 4th of
July speech on our land and happy we were. We sani
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and all people brought food. Those who were bachelors
were fed. Fifty-some people came and four cowboys
among them. They felt lost as it was a Danish settlement. We had baked up 50 lb. of flour in all kinds of
foods. We laid table cloths on the grass and had a happy
meal. There was music for dancing in the evening in our
large sod house. People were there until sun-up. All
people helped each other, work or play. Money was
short, but all were equal and we had time to live."
When winter came, Mother and my aunt Kristine went to
Culbertson to work in a laundry or cook in the hotel until
spring. The rest of her family followed within a few years
and had claims adjacent to them. Grandfather and Grandmother Mortensen built a nice frame house and soon the
community organized a school. The land had to be cleared of
rocks before they could plow and put in crops of wheat, oats
or flax. Blizzards, cyclones and prairie fires were feared
most.
The settlement was not limited to farmers. Soon
carpenters, blacksmiths, painters and tradesmen of all kinds
arrived to stake out their land. My father, Hans Rasmussen,
was among those. He had emigrated from Denmark in 1893.
He was one of five children born to a beekeeper and forester
in a thatched cottage near Svenborg on the island of Fyn. I
have seen it still standing and with slanted-roof quarters at
one end for the animals. One brother became active in
teaching at a gymnastic school at Ollerup which had been
founded by Niels· Bukh. Another walked to Egypt and other
countries before settling down to become a very fine
furniture maker in Paris. It was common in Denmark at that
time to take the name of the farm or area as a surname.
Other members of the family took the name: Brydegaard.
Upon my brother Walter graduating from high school in
1936, these uncles sent for him to come to Denmark for most
of a year, during which he attended a "highschool" some of
the time, as well as learning some fine wood working.
Our father was fifteen years older than our mother. After
completing his stint in the army and his apprenticeship as a
brick and stone mason, he left for America but he found that
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there was severe depression here, too. For some time he
survived by accepting work on farms in Iowa and Wisconsin
but wages were low if there were any at all, and the food and
accommodations very poor. He told of sleeping in the barn
in some places as he preferred the hay to bed bugs. As was
commonly done, he moved around a great deal by riding
boxcars, but sometimes this ended in a short term in jail but
he accepted that as a warmer place to sleep. Eventually he
was able to ply his trade and worked on interesting
construction in many places. He, too, must have read about
the Danish settlements and inquired about northeastern
Montana.
My mother and Aunt Kristine were so close that they had
made a pact never to marry but Kristine broke that and
married one of the trades people who came into the settlement. She soon moved to California and in 1913 my mother
and father were married. He first built himself a small
stuccoed house. Later he built a large frame home for them
on Mother's claim.
My father liked to hunt ducks, which were cleaned and
frozen for winter use. He also trapped enough furs for
Mother to have a coat. The skin of a crocodile he had shot in
Panama always "adorned" our wall. I don't know the history
of a buffalo robe we had but those early days were not far
behind the Indians, of which there were quite a few living
nearby. My brother was born at home without the benefit of
a doctor or midwife as he arrived early and my father had
gone on jury duty. Mother handled it all very well in her
usual competent manner and said that she had read a book
on how to tie the cord, etc.
He enjoyed the community very much and it became
known as Volmer, although there never was any town there.
Hans drew the plans and did the masonry on the church
there. It still stands on "Himmel Bjerg" (Heaven's Hill) with
the cemetery across the road adjacent to the schoolhouse.
This is located about 10 miles from the Dagmar Church,
which was larger and had a parsonage as well as a gymnastic
hall built within a few years.
The second harvest after they were married was a very
-7~

poor one with hail and whatever calamities beseige farmers.
Our father had promised his parents in Denmark that he
would return for their 50th wedding anniversary that year,
but he didn't think they could manage it. However Mother
had always wanted to see Denmark (which was, after all, her
birthplace) and to know Father's family so she prevailed in
wanting to sell their machinery and whatever they had in
order to make the trip. When they had done this, they went
first to California where the World's Exposition at San
Francisco was to take place the following year. Mother had
two sisters there and my father found work on the fair
buildings for several months.
From there they took the train to New York via a
southern route. Mother kept a diary and much enjoyed
stopping a day in Washington,
D.C., seeing the
"Washington monument and all the public buildings in a
touring car." They visited friends in New York before sailing
on March 4, 1916, on the Frederick VIII with the band
playing. The trip took fifteen days to England but she was
sea-sick ten of the days. She wrote that my brother Walter,
who was two years old, "behaved like a little man" and his
father took care of him.
"We stopped two days in England to have trunks
examined by English officers. They found a German spy in a
trunk on second class ." The following several months in
Denmark were one of the highlights of her life and she
described the anniversary celebration in great detail. They
brought back several silver trophy cups which my father had
previously won as a marksman.
By the time they arrived back in New York in the fall
they were again in need of money and it was not a time to
put in a crop in Montana, so they found work together at a
Long Island dairy farm, taking care of the milk, etc. On their
return to the farm in the spring of 1918 I was born, but with
a midwife this time. When I was a small child I recall having
a special fondness for her and calling her Beste (Grandma)
Dyer.
In the next few years Mother took care of her parents a
good deal and both Eassed away in the early 1920s. Her
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younger sisters and brothers were marrying and living in the
vicinity. My father ran for election to be Sheridan County
surveyor and won so we had to move to Plentywood, the
county seat. I spoke mostly Danish at that time but by the
time I began to go to school we were speaking mostly English
at home.
I sometimes think that it must have been a wrenching
experience for Mother to leave her homestead and neighbors
as she had put so much into it and recalled it all so vividly to
us. She was never to have so nice a house again either, but
she would not think of doing other than follow my father.
He had an amiable personality which drew people to him for
conversation with his sense of humor. He was hard-working
and definitely had a "common man" outlook. He frequently
brought home guests unannounced for our noon-day meal
when he was working later in a newspaper office and people
he knew dropped in as they had come to town on an errand.
For many years we did keep in close contact with the
Volmer and Dagmar community. I recall attending many
"Sommerfests" at the Dagmar church. Also, some of the
neighbors' children roomed and boarded at our house during
their high school years since all the children from rural
communities had to go some distance for the high schools in
a few towns. Unfortunately, the farm was lost for taxes
during the depression of the 1930s.
Mother sometimes offered herself as kind of a nurse to
many of the townspeople as she put great store in her
remedies, poultices, etc. She studied an herb book and had
confidence in the healing properties of various teas which she
ordered from Hammond, Indiana. She also made sure we
had a healthful diet and was an excellent cook. Her flowers
and vegetable garden were her pleasure, and I even sold
some from my express wagon, keeping the tables of one local
restaurant in flower bouquets.
Our mother and father eventually moved to Seattle at the
beginning of the Second World War to join me and my
brother Walter who had found work there. They died in
Seattle but we buried them in the little wind-swept cemetery
by the Volmer church which had meant so much to them in
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their past when it was not only a place of worship but a
friendly meeting place and used for so many social events
that filled a great need in an isolated community before the
days of easy transportation. I believe they felt they had a
rewarding life and were overjoyed at having grandchildren
to carry on the family.
·
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Book Review
Danish Emigration to Australia
Hvidt, Kristian and Helle Otte, Eds., Karen Veien, Trans.
EMIGRANTEN, Arskrift for Dansk Udvandrerhistorisk
Selskab, Nr. 4, 1988
Reviewed by RUDOLF JENSEN
In her preface, Helle Otte provides an overview of the
nine articles in the collection, an explanation of its reason for
publication - the Australian bicentenary, - and finally, the
qualification that ... " of course such a broad topic cannot be
covered exhaustively in so few pages." This qualification is
important because, compared to the three succeeding publications in this series, Danish Emigration to Australia, is the
least scholarly and the most variable in the quality of its
articles. The authors in this work range from a journalist and
a consul general to doctors of philosophy. Yet, the most
significant indication of its inconsistent quality is the fact
that only three articles provide citations, and only two
provide endnotes.
The first article is a collection of letters describing the
voyage from Bremerhaven to Sydney written by Ingeborg
Stuckenberg, wife of the Danish author, Viggo Stuckenberg.
Interestingly, she deserted her husband in 1903, and
departed to Australia with a neighboring gardener, Hans
Dines Hansen. Her letters describe life among the different
classes on board ship, the boredom of all passengers, and the
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increasing resentment felt by all classes toward the captain
and crew. Following these letters is an excellent explanation
of Stuckenberg's life, as well as a thorough history of Danish
emigration in general and of Danish emigration to Australia
in particular. John Kousgaard focuses on pull factors
drawing Danes to Australia, e.g., the gold rush of 1851, free
or assisted passage, and the dream of economic opportunity.
Copenhagen police records indicated that ca. 6,000 Danes
emigrated between 1868 and 1890. The second peak of
Danish emigration followed the end of World War II, when
Australia experienced a severe labor shortage. Surprisingly,
ca. 70% of Danish immigrants in Australia had returned to
Denmark during the 1920s.
·
Birgit Larsen's brief, yet fascinating article consists of
three letters written by Niels Peter Schourup, a photographer from Mors. These letters primarily describe his 101
day voyage on a British sailing ship in 1862. Six photos of
Australian bush people are also included; Schourup had
wanted to return to the old country, but died in poverty at
the age of 49 in New Zealand.
Erik Helmer Pedersen and Kirsten Lotze's, "Denmark's
Picture of Australia: 1800-1870", is an excellent and welldocumented history of information and misinformation on
Australia provided to three classes of Danes: the youth of
middle and lower upper class, social reformers, and school
textbook authors.
Overall, this collection of nine articles will presumably
fulfill ~ - ~lle Otte' s, " ... hope that this initial endeavor will
inspire others to continue to explore the history of DanishAustralian migration." One can anticipatae that Australia _n
immigrant researchers will follow up the pioneering work of
Danish emigration historians, which is the theme of the
Australian, Mark Garner's preliminary report, contained in
this collection, "An Ethnic History of Danes in Victoria."
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Purpose
To publish a historical journal, The Bridge, and a Newsletter.
To promote an interest and encourage research in the life, culture , and
history of Danish Americans.
To serve as an agency for the publication of studies of Danish American
history .
To provide a means of communicating with and informing people interested in the activities of Danish Americans.
To encourage and assist with conferences, meetings and endeavors to
stimulate interest in Danish culture , heritage and language.
To solicit , acquire and receive monies and other properties , both real and
personal , and to hold, administer and expend such for the purposes of
the Society and to perform any and all acts necessary to accomplish the
objectives and purposes of the Society.

